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PREFACE 


Wiiy, it may be asked, should there be another 
literal translation of Faust? Certainly not because 
Hayward’s book fails to meet the wants of persons 
who, unable to read the original, are content with 
such inadequate notions of it as can be got from a 
literal version. By common consent, he has rendered 
many passages so faithfully and well that, in dealing 
with them, other literal translators must follow 
his lead or do worse ; and even where his inter- 
pretations have been arraigned by modern criticism, 
it has mostly been in matters of minor moment to 
the general reader. But to the student, using a 
translation to aid him in grappling with Goethe’s 
masterpiece for the first time, the light thrown on 
numerous passages by the advance of Faust-exegesis 
since Hayward wrote is clearly indispensable. Without 
reckoning the works of Pradez and Sabatier lately 
given to the world, a host of annotators and metrical 
translators have brought to bear on the text now and 
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important interpretations in nearly every scene of the 
drama. Many of them, indeed, have been adopted by 
Dr. Buchheim in his much-improved edition of Hay- 
ward. Others, however, are omitted which cannot 
properly be ignored in any version specially designed 
for the student ; and though a few of these may still 
be debatable, there can hardly fail to remain some 
scores of such reasons for a fresh translation in mum 
tironnm. 

Nothing more ambitious than literal fidelity has 
been aimed at here. Whether it be possible to 
present in English prose anything approaching the life 
and lustre of the original, is an open cpiestion. But so 
widely does the genius of the German language differ 
from that of our own that, if ever such a version 
appears, thus much may be safely predicted : it will 
abound in paraphrase, the grammatical framework of 
sentences will be recast in every page ; to the despair 
of the tyro whose first object is to construe the text 
and find out the beauties for himself. 

It was not thought necessary to swell the work with 
the . customary essay on the Faust-legend ; partly 
because this can be found in any good encyclopedia ; 
partly because, in addition to what may be called the 
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stock annotations on the drama, room had to bo made 
for gleanings from Pradez and Sabatier. Most of the 
original notes are intended to help the novice over 
difficulties in construing. . At the same time, in 
deciding how far such aid was needed, he has been 
credited with that degree of acquaintance with common 
idioms which may be derived from the study of any 
elementary German book. 

The text selected by Sabatier has been followed, 
except as regards two disputed readings, and a few 
slight matters of form. For instance, in some places, 
the beginnings and endings of lines have been altered, 
to admit of their being numbered like those of the 
Weimar edition. This system of numeration has the 
merit of being broken at one point only (the Triibcr 
Tar / scene); whereas Loeper’s is interrupted no less 
than four times. But perhaps the greatest advantage 
thus secured is that the student is enabled more easily 
to avail himself of Strehlke’s Worterhicli zu Goethe’s 
Faust, in which the citations are all numbered on the 
Weimar plan. 

It only remains for the author to acknowledge the 
aid he has received from Diintzer’s explanatory treatise ; 
from the metrical translations of Anster, Birds, Pradez, 
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Sabatier, Swanwick, and Bayard Taylor ; as well as 
from the annotated editions by Lebahn, Loeper, Selss, 
and by Turner and Morshead. His many obligations to 
these works are, to some extent, indicated in the notes, 
where Hayward himself is referred to under the initial 
‘ IT.’ whenever his version, as amended by Dr. Buchheim, 
is materially departed from. But after all, the author’s 
warmest thanks are due to the accomplished editor of 
Heine’s Harzreisc, Mr. Moritz Lippner, without whose 
help in every difficulty the present volume would 
probably not have seen the light. 


itarch 1895. 
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ERRATA. 


12, line 140, for brillflt read briligt. 

01, ,, 9, delete already. 

G9, „ 1, delete (sing). 

70, ,, 913, /or fid; read fie. 

100, ,, 1309, for SWcnfcbcnbru read Sftcnfcbenbrut. 

108, ,, 1473, for ©tiirj read 0tiir$t. 

137, ,, 23, after and insert should like to. 

159, ,, 3, /or worm retul draw. 

109, ,, 8, for flames read flnine. 

183, ,, 3, after Mcphistopheles insert (in the same 
position). 

186 (Stage direction), for Jatfelll read $acfci. 

199, after lines 15 and 20 insert exit. 

214, line 2895, delete 9J?arQ(U'etC. 

245, ,, 18, for You want read He wants, and delete note. 
291, ,, 10, for flame read life. 

297, ,, 12, for stem read stone; and add as note: 

equivalent to ‘ through thick and thin \ 
299, ,, 17, for sparkles read sprinkles. 

309, ,, 20, insert — before as. 

343, ,, 16, delete off. 

355, note to line 555, for t>CU 9ftenfc()cn read bet 
SWenfc&eit. 


FAUST 


A TRAGEDY 



Sueignung 

Qfjr nnfjt eudj luicbcr, fdfftmntenbe ©eftaften ! 

®ie frilf) fief) einft bem triiben Slid gejeigt. 

SBerfud)’ id) iuofjt eud) bieSmnf feft ju ffnften ? 
gut)I’ id) mein §erj nod) jeitcnt SBafjn geneigt ? 

Sf)r brangt cud) p I Ulmt gut, fo mOgt if)r lualten, 5 
SCBie iljr auS ®unft uub 9 tebef unt mid) ftcigt ; 

Sdieiu SBufett fiifjft fid) jugenbfid) erfd)iittert 
S8om Sauberfjaud), ber eureu Qug ummittert. 

Qf)r Briiigt mit end) bie 33 ilber frofjcr ®age, 

Uub mnttdje tiebe ©djatten fieigeit auf ; 10 

©leid) eiitcr often, fjafbocrffunguen ©age, 
f omntt crfte 2ieb’ uub greuubfcfjnft mit fjerauf ; 

®er ©tfjitterj tuirb neu, e§ tuieberfjoTt bie Stage 
®e§ ScbcitS fabtjrintf)ifd) irreu 2 ouf, 

Hub nennt bie ©itten, bie, unt fdjiine ©tunbett is 
SSont ©fiid getaufd)t, Dor ntir f)iumeggcfd)muubeu. 

©ie fjiircn nid)t bie fofgenbett ©efauge, 

®ic ©cefen, benett id) bie evftcit fong ; 

3erfiobett ift ba§ freunblidje ©ebrattge, 

aScrtfuugen, nd) I ber erfte SBieberffnng . 20 

SJteiu 2ieb ertiint ber unbefannten SJteuge, 

3f)r SBeifnH fcfbft utnd)t mcincut £>erjen bang ; 

Uub tons fid) fonft an tneinem £ieb erfreuet, 

SBeutt eS nod) febt, irrt in ber SBeft jerftreuet. 



DEDICATION 


Ye approach again, wavering shapes, that, early, once 
presented yourselves to my troubled view! May I 
try, this time, to hold you fast? Do I feel my heart 
still fain to that illusion ? Ye crowd upon me ! Well 
then, ye may rule, as ye rise around me from vapour 
and mist: my bosom feels youthfully agitated by the 
magic breath that floats around your train. 


Ye bring with you the images of happy days, and many 
loved shades arise : like an old lialf-forgotten legend, 
comes up first-love, with friendship, in their company. 
The pain is renewed ; the plaint recalls the mazily 
devious course of life, and names the good who, cheated 
of fair hours by fortune, have vanished away before me. 


They hoar not the following lays, — the souls to whom 
I sang the first. Dispersed is the friendly throng; 
the first echo, alas, has died away ! My song sounds 
forth to the unknown multitude : their very applause 
makes my heart timid ; and those who in other days 
rejoiced at my song, if yet they live, stray scattered 
in the world. 


3 



4 


Sueigmmg 


25-32 


Unb ntid; ergreift ein langft entlDot)nte§ <Sef;nen 
9ladj jenent ftiHen, ernffcit ©eifterreic^ ; 

($3 fdjioctiet nun in unbeftimmten ®ihten 
SOiein tiSpetnb 2 ieb, bar SieotSljarfe gletcfj : 

©in ©djnuer fafjt mid), Sijriine fotgt ben SJjrfinen, 
®n§ ftrenge $erj, c§ fiifitt fic^ ntilb unb lueid) ; 
28a§ id; kfi|je, fefj’ id; luie int SBeiten, 
llnb long t)erfd;luanb, tuirb mir 311 SBirttidjfeiten. 


25 
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And a long-umvonted yearning for that still, solemn 
spirit-realm takes hold upon me. ’Tis floating now 
in undefined tones, my murmuring lay, like the ./Eolian 
harp. A tremor seizes me ; tear follows tear ; the 
stern heart feels mild and soft ; what I possess I see 
as if afar, and that which vanished turns to realities 
for me. 



SSoufpiet auf bem Sweater 

i- 

©ireftor. ©Dcaterbitbter. Suflige 'JJerfon. 

®u-citot. 3£jr Beibeit, bie itjr rnir fo oft 
gn 9totfj unb ®riibfal Bcigeftanbeit, 

Sagt, long ifjr loot)! in beutfdjen Sanben 
S3 on nnfrer Unternetjmung Ijofft ? 
gdj loiinfdjte feljr ber SKettge ju Befiagen, 

83efonberg met! fie lebt unb teben Ia|t. 

®ie ipfoftcit finb, bie S3rctter aufgefdjlagen, 

Unb jebermnttn ertoartet fid) ein geft. 

Sic fifjctx fdjon, init Ijotjen Slugcnbraunen, 

©claffen ba unb mocfjtcn gent erftnunen. 

3d) toeif), toie man ben ®eift beg SSoItg toerfofjnt, 
®od) fo uciicgeit bin icfj ttie getoefen ; 

3tonr finb fie an bag 33cfte uicfjt getubf)ut, 

9tHein fie Ijaben fcfjrerftidj oiel geiefeit. 

SBie macfjCH toir’g, baft atleg frifcfj unb neu 
Unb mit S3ebeutmtg and) gefaHig fet) ? 

®enn freiticfj mag id) gem bie SJieitge fefjen, 

SBettn fid) ber Strom nad) uttfrer S3ube brcingt, 

Unb mit geiuattig ioiebert)olten SMjett 
Sid) burd) bie enge ©nabenpforte jtoangt, 

93ei f)c((cm ®age, fd)ott Oor SSierett, 

SJiit Stbfjcn fid) big an bie Saffe fidjt, 

Unb toie in £>uiiger»not() nm S3rot an S3adertf)iiren, 
Unt ein SBittet fid) faft bie .fjdtfc brid)t. 
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Manager. Dramatic Poet. Merry-Andrew. 

Manager. You two, who have so ofton stood by mo in 
need and tribulation, pray tell me what hopes you have 
of our undertaking in German lands 1 I should like 
much to please the multitude, particularly because it 
lives and lets live. The posts, the boards, are put up, 
and every one looks forward to a feast. There they sit 
already, calm, with raised eyebrows, and would fain be 
astonished. I know how the spirit of the people is 
propitiated; yet I have never been so embarrassed. 
True, they are not accustomed to the best, but they 
have read a terrible deal. How shall we manage it 
that all bo fresh and new, and, while significant, be 
pleasing also 1 Tor certainly I like to see the multitude 
when the stream presses towards our booth, and, with 
powerfully repeated throes, forces itself through the 
narrow gate of grace, — in broad daylight, ere yet it is 
four o’clock, — fights, with pushes, up to the pay-box; 
and, as in a famine at bakers’ doors for bread, almost 



8 'Horfpicl nuf bent ®f)cater 56-85 

®ieg 2 Buitber mirft nuf fo nerfdjiebne Seute 
®er ®idjter nur ; mein greunb, o tlju’ c§ petite ! 
stdjtcr. £) fprid) mir nidjt Don jeitcr buittcit Stage, 

93 ci bereu Slubltcf uttg ber ©eift entflieljt I 60 

SBerpiitle mir bag tuogeitbc ©ebriiitge, 

®ng luiber SBiilcu unS 311m ©trubel jieEjt. 

9 teiit, fittjve mid) jur ftideit fpimtnelgcitge, 

28 0 nur bent ®idjtev reiite greube bfitfjt ; 

22 0 Sieb’ unb grcuubfdjnft ttnfrcg $erjeng ©egett 65 

SKit ©otterpanb erfdjaffett unb erpflegen. 

2 (d) ! mag in tiefer SBruft un§ ba entfprungen, 

2Ba§ fid) bie fiippe fdfiidjtern norgelallt, 
ajtijjrattjen jept unb jetjt uiclteidjt geluttgen, 

SBerfdjtingt beg milben Slugcttbiicfs ©emalt. 7° 

Oft, menu eg erft bttrcfj gnpre burdjgebruttgen, 

©rfcpeiitt eg in Uoflenbeter ©eftallt. 

2Bct§ glanst, ift fiir ben Sdugenblid geboreit ; 

®ag Siedjte bieibt ber 'Jiadjluelt uuoerloreit. 

Suftioc ‘Uctfoit. SBeitit id; nur nidjtg non diadjiuelt pbrett 

fodte ! 75 

©efept, baft id; non Dtndjiuett rebeit modte, 

2Bcr ntadjte beitn ber SDiitloelt ©pafj ? 

®eit mitt fie bod) unb foil iptt paben. 

®ie ©egentnart non eittem branen Sittabeit 
3ft, badjt’ id), imrner aud) fd)ott tua§. 80 

2Bcr fid) bef)ng(id) mitjutpeilen lneifi, 

®eit mirb beg ®olfeg Sautte nid)t erbitteru ; 

©r )oiinfd)t fid) eitten groffett Sheig, 

Unt i()it geioiffer 311 erfd)iittern. 

®nmt feib nur bran unb geigt end) mufterpaft ; 


8S 
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breaks its neck for a ticket. This miracle, on people 
so various, the poet alone works : my friend, oh do it 
to-day ! 


Poet. Oh speak not to me of that motley multitude at 
whoso aspect our spirit takes flight ! Veil from me the 
surging throng that draws us, against our will, to the 
vortex. No ! lead me to the quiet, heavenly nook, 
where alone pure joy blooms for the poet; where love 
and friendship, with godlike hand, create and foster the 
blessings of our heart. 

Ah, what has there sprung forth in our deep breast, 
what the lip has shyly faltered out to itself — now 
having failed, and now perchance succeeded — the force 
of the wild moment swallows up ! Often not till it has 
made its way through years, does it appear in perfected 
form. What glitters is born for the moment; the 
genuine remains, unlost, to posterity. 

Merry-Andrew. If I could but hear nothing about pos- 
terity ! Suppose that I chose to talk about posterity, 
who would then make fun for contemporaries 1 Yet 
this they want, and ought to have it. The presence 
too of a clever fellow is always, I should think, surely 
something. Ho who knows how to impart himself 
agreeably, him the people’s caprice will not embitter; 
he desires a large circle, to agitate it the more certainly. 
Then do but try your best, and show yourself worthy 
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®orff>icI nuf bem Sweater 


86-1 16 


£agt 5 J 5 gantafie, init alien igren ©giiren, 
aSevnunft, SBerftaub, GSiupfiubuuc], Seibenfcgaft, 

®ocg, merit eitcl) U)oI)I ! niegt ogite Starrgeit gbren ! 
Sircitor. S 3 efotibcrg aBer lagt genug gefcljeljn I 
SDtan lommt 311 fcgau’n, man mill am Siebften fegn. 90 
SBirb bieteS nor ben 2 tngen abgefponnen, 

@0 bag bie SJtenge ftaunenb gaffen lann, 

®a gabt igr in ber fflreite glciclj gemonnen, 

3gr fetjb cin nielgetiebter SUtann. 

®ie SDtaffe fount igr nur burdj SOtaffe jmingen, 95 

(Sin jcber fudjt fid) eubtid) felbft mag au§. 

SBer SSieleg briugt, mirb manefjent ettoag bringen ; 
llttb jeber gegt gufriebeit aug bem fpau§. 

©ebt i()t eiit ©tiid, fo gebt eg glcid) in ©tiideu ! 

©oleg ein 9 tagout, eg mug end; gliiden * IOO 

Seicgt ift eg borgetegt, fo leidjt atg auggcbad)t. 

2 Bag gilft’g, menn igr ein ©anjeg bargcbvadjt I 
®ag publicum mirb eg cud) bod) jergfliiden. 

®irfjtcr. 3 gr fiiglet niegt, mie fd)Ied)t ein foldjeg fjanbmerf feg! 
SBie menig bag bem cicgten Sfiinftler jieme ! <o S 

®er faubern tperren fPfufcgerei 
Sft, merf id), fdjoit bei end) SKajime. 
sircttov. ©in foId)er SSormurf tcigt ntid) ungefrauft; 

©in attaint, ber red)t 311 mirfen benft, 

SOtug auf bag befte SBerf3eug gotten. no 

S 3 ebenft, igr gabet meicgeg $013 3U fgalteu, 

Unb fegt nur gin, fiir men igr fcfjreibt ! 

SBenn biefeu Saugemeile treibt, 
ft’ommt jener fatt 00m iibertifigten Sltagte, 

Unb, mag bag 2 (C(erfd)timmftc blcibt, ns 

©ar mand)er fommt bom Sefeit ber Sournate. 
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of imitation. Let Fancy bo heard with all her choruses, 
— Reason, Understanding, Feeling, Passion, but — mark 
me well ! — not without Folly. 

Manager. But, in particular, let there be enough inci- 
dent. People come to look, peoplo like best to see. 
If much is spun off before their eyes, so that the 
multitude can gape astonished, then you have at once 
gained in breadth ; you are a very popular man. You 
can only subdue the mass by mass. Each eventu- 
ally picks out something for himself. He who brings 
much will bring something to many a one, and every- 
body leaves the house content. If you give a piece, 
give it at once in pieces ! With such a ragofft, you 
must succeed; it is easily served up, as easily as in- 
vented. What boots it when you havo presented a 

whole 1 The public will pick it to pieces for your 
pains. 

Poet. You feel not how base is such a trade ; how little 
that becomes the true artist ! The bungling of these 
nice gentlemen is, I observe, already a principle with 
you. 

Manager. Such a reproach leaves me unmortified. A 
man who means to work properly must keep to the 
best tool. Consider, you have soft wood to split; and 
only look whom you are writing for ! If ennui drives 
this one, that one comes sated from a meal of too many 
dishes ; and, what remains the worst of all, full many a 
one comes from reading the journals. People hurry, 
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'Uorffiicl nuf bcm ®f)eatcr 


i 17-147 


9 J!ou eitt jerftreut 31: un§, lute 311 ben SDtagfenfeften, 

Unb Stagier nur beftiigett jebeit ©djritt ; 

®ic ®anten geben fid) unb ifjreit SJSuf; 31ml SBefteu, 

Uitb fpicten otjite ©age niit. 120 

2Ba§ traumet itjr auf eurer ®ic^terf) 5 §e ? 

2Bag inadjt ein bolleg tpau§ eudf) frolj ? 

SBcfeljt bie ©wtner in bee 31 af|e I 
tpalb jinb fie fait, Ijalb fiitb fie rot). 

®er, liacf) bem ©djnuipict, t)offt ein Sfartenfpiel, 125 

®er eine loitbe Siadjt an einer ®irne SSufen ; 

SBn§ ptagt itjr nriiten ®t)oreit Diet, 

Su fotd)ent Slued, bie fjolbcu SJlufen ? 

3d) fag’ end), gebt nnr inetjr unb intmer, imnter met)r, 

©0 fonnt Ujr eudj bout Qiete nie berirren. 130 

@ud)t nur bie SDtafdjen 311 bertoirren, 

@ie 311 befriebigeu ift fdjtucr 

SBag fdltt end) an ? (Sntjiiduitg ober ©d)nier3eit ? 

©cl)' f)in unb fudj' bir eineit aitbcrn ftiiedjt ! 

®er ®id)tcr follte loot)! ba§ t)6d)fte 3 icd)t, 13s 

®a§ SDtenfdjenredjt, bag il;nt Statur bergbnnt, 

Unt beinetloitteu frebenttid) bcrfdjergeit ! 

SBoburdj beiuegt cr aftc tpcrgeit ? 

SBoburd) befiegt er jebeS ©lenient ? 

3 ft eg ber ©inftaitg uicfjt, ber aug bent S 3 ufeit bringt, 140 
Unb in feiit f>et3 bie SBelt suriide fdjtingt ? 

SBenit bie SHatur beg gabeng cto’ge Siiuge, 

©teid)giittig brefjenb, auf bie ©pinbel 3tuingt, 

SBenit alter SBefen untjarmon'fdje SDtenge 
SBerbriefetid) burd) einaitber Itingt, 14s 

SBer ttjeilt bie ftiefjenb imnter gteidje Dieitje 
SBetebcnb ab, bafj fie fid) rt)i)tt)iuifd) regt ? 
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dissipated, to us as to masquerades, and curiosity alone 
wings every step. The ladies treat us to themselves 
and their finery, and play along with us, without pay. 
What are you dreaming about on your poetical height ? 
What is it, pray, that makes a full house merry 1 Look 
at your patrons closely ! Half are indifferent, half are 
coarse. One hopes for a game at cards after the play ; 
another, for a wild night on the bosom of a wench. 
Why for such an end do you poor fools plague much 
the gracious Muses t I tell you, only give more, and 
ever, ever more; thus you can never be wide of your 
mark. Try only to mystify the people ; to content 
them is hard — what is coming over you 1 Rapture, or 
pain 1 


Poet. Begone, and seek for thysolf another servant ! The 
poet, forsooth, is wantonly to trifle away for thy sako 
the highest right which Nature bestows upon him — 
the right of Man ! By what stirs he all hearts 1 By 
what subdues he every element 1 Is it not the harmony 
which bursts from out his bosom, and winds back the 
world into his heart 1 When Nature, spinning un- 
concernedly, forces the thread’s interminable length 
upon the spindle, — when the discordant multitude of 
all beings sounds sullenly in confusion, — who, vivify- 
ing, so disposes the flowing, evor-level series that it 
moves rhythmically 1 Who calls tho Individual to the 
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nuf item Sweatee 


148-179 


SBer ruft ba§ ©injeltte sur aUgenteinen SSeilje, 

S 33 o c§ tit tyerrlidjen Slccorbett fc^Iagt ? 

2 Ber Icifjt bctt Sturm ju 2 eibenfd;aften luiitljert ? 150 

®a§ Slbeitbrotl; iut ernften ©iune gtiitju ? 

SBer ftfjiittet aCe fd;fiitett griitjlingfibtiitljen 
Sluf ber ©etiebten ^Pfabe I;itt ? 

SEBer flidjt bte unbebeutenb griitten flatter 

3um @l;reit!ranj SBerbienftett jeber 9 lrt? 15s 

SBer fid;ert ben Oltjntp, nereinet ©fitter ? 

®e§ SObeitfcfjen Shaft, itn ®id;ter offeitbart. 

Suftioc 'Ucvfoit. ©0 braudjt fie bettn bic fdjfinen fflrfifte 
llttb treibt bte bidjt'rifd;en ©efdjcifte, 

SBie man eitt Sicbefiabetttfieucr treibt ! 160 

3ufcittig ital;t titan fid;, matt fiifjlt, man bteibt, 

Unb nad; tittb nad; tnirb ntatt t)erfiod;teit ; 

©S lucid;ft ba§ ©liid, bann tnirb efi nitgefod;tcn ; 
yjtatt ift entjiidt, ttun tomntt ber ©c^nterj fteran, 

Unb el; man fid;'S Uerfielft, ift’fi eben citt 9 iomatt. 165 
Saftt unfi and) fo eitt @d;auf}tiel geben ! 

©reift mtr fjiitciit ittfi nolle 5 EIicn[d;cntebcu ! 

©in jeber tebt’8, nid;t Oielen ift’fi befaunt, 

Unb Itto iI;r’S ftadt, ba ifi’fi intercffant. 

3n bunten SBitbern loettig S ; larl;eit, 170 

SSiel Srrtl)itttt unb eitt giittldjen. SBat;rl;eit, 

©0 tnirb ber befte ®raitt gcbraut, 

®er aHe SBelt erquidt unb anferbaut. 

®autt fammelt fid; ber Sitgeitb fd;Bnfte SBliitlje 

SBor euertit Sftiel unb laufd;t ber Dffcubarmig, 175 

®ann fauget jebefi jartlic^e ©emiitlje 

Slug euertit 2 Berf fid) mclattd)ol'fd;e 9 tal)rung, 

®atttt tnirb balb biefi, balb jettefi aufgeregt, 

©in jeber fiel;t, tnafi er int $erjen trcigt. 
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goneral consecration, where it strikes in glorious ac- 
cords 1 Who makes the storm to rage into passions, — 
the evening-red to glow in solemn mood 1 Who sheds 
down all fair spring-blossoms on the path of the be- 
loved 1 Who wreaths the unmeaningly green leaves 
into a garland of honour for merits of every kind 1 
Who ensures Olympus, brings gods together 1 The 
power of Man revealed in the Poet ! 


Merry-Andrew. Employ, then, these fine powers, and 
carry on your poetical affairs, as one carries on a love- 
adventure. Accidentally one approaches, one feels, one 
stays, and, little by little, one gets entangled. Tho 
happiness increases, — then it is disturbed; one is en- 
raptured, — then comes on distress; and before one is 
aware of it, it is just a romance. Let us also so give 
a play. Do but grasp into the full life of man ! Every 
one lives it ; to not many is it known ; and wherover 
you grapple it, there it is interesting. Little clearness 
in motley images, much error, and a sparklet of truth, — 
thus is brewed the best beverage, which refreshes and 
edifies all the world. Then assembles youth’s fairest 
flower to see your play, and listens to the revelation ; 
then every tender soul sucks for itself melancholy 
nourishment out of your work; then one while this, 
and one while that, is stirred up; each sees what he 
carries in his heart. They are still equally ready to 
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SBorffiict ttuf bent ®f)cntcr 


l8o-2IO 


SJtodj fiitb fie gteid) bereit gu loeitten uitb ju tadjen, 180 
©ie eljreu nod) ben ©djtuung, erfreuen fid) am ©djeitt : 

SBer ferttg ift, bem ift itidjt§ red)t ju rnadjen ; 

Sin SBerbenber loirb intntcr bantbar feiit. 

Sifter. ©0 gieb mir and) bie Qeitcn loieber, 

®a idj nod) felbft iiit SBcrbeu luar, 185 

®a fid) ein Duett gebmngter Sieber 
Ununterbrodjen neu gebar, 

®a 3 iebet mir bie SBctt oerpttten, 

®ie SnoSfte SBunber nod) toerfprac^, 

®a id) bie taufenb SBlumen brad), 190 

®ie atfc ®I)iiter rcid)tid) fiitttcn ! 

8dj t)atte nid)t§, uttb bod) genug : 

®en ®rang nad) SBatjrtjeit unb bie Suft am ®rug. 

®ieb ungebanbigt jene ®riebe, 

®aS tiefe, fd)mer5enbo£(e ®tiitf, 19s 

®e 3 §affe§ Straft, bie 3 Jiad)t ber Siebe, 

®ieb nteine Sugeub mir guriicb I 

Siiftioc qscvfon. ®er Sugeitb, guter greunb, bebarfft bu 
atteufallS, 

SBentt bid) in ©dftadften geinbe brangen, 

SBeitn mit ®etoatt an beineit §at§ 200 

©id) attertiebfte SKabdjen tjaugen, 

SBeitn fern bc§ fdjnetten Saufeg Sranj 
SBont fd)ioer erreid)ten 3tcte lointet, 

SBettn nad) bent Ijeft’geit SBirbettang 
®ie 3 iad)tc fd)maufettb man bertrinfet. 205 

®od) iit§ befanitte ©aiteuffnet 
•Blit SJlutt) nub StnmutI) einjugreifen, 

SJtad) eiitem fetbftgeftedteu 3>et 
SOtit t)otbem Qrreit fjiitgufctjiueifen, 

®a2, otte §errn, ift eure ifSfticEjt, 
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weep and to laugh ; they still honour your flights, are 
pleased with the glitter. Ho who is formed — him there 
is no satisfying; one who is growing will always he 
grateful. 


Poet. Then give me also back the times when I myself 
was still in growth ; when a fountain of crowded songs 
sprang freshly and unbrolcenly forth ; when mists veiled 
the world from me, — the bud still promised wonders ; 
when I gathered the thousand flowers which filled 
profusely all the valleys ! I had nothing, and yet 
enough — the ardour for truth, and the pleasure in delu- 
sion. Give me those impulses untamed, the deep, pain- 
fraught happiness, the energy of hate, the might of love 
— give me back my youth ! 


Merry-Andrew. Youth, my good friend, you need, at 
all events, when foes press you hard in fights ; when the 
loveliest lasses hang by force upon your neck ; when 
from afar the garland of the swift course beckons from 
the hard-won goal ; when, carousing after the impetuous, 
whirling dance, one drinks the nights away. But to 
strike the familiar lyre with spirit and grace, to sweep 
along, with sweet digression, towards a self-appointed 
aim, — that, old gentlemen, is your duty ; and wo honour 
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®orff>iel ituf bent SUfentev 


21 1-242 


Hub loir bereljrcu cucTj bariuu nid)t minber. 

®ad Sifter ntadjt nid)t Jinbtfc^, trie man ftmdjt, 

(£§ finbet lute itur nod) ate mat)re SHnber. 
s i v c 1 1 0 v. ®cr SBorte ftiib gcuug gclucd)felt; 

£afjt mid) and) enblid) ®Ijaten fcljn ! 21 s 

Snbefj it)v (Somfrfintente bred^felt, 
ffiaun etloaS 9tnf)lid)c3 gefdjetjn. 

SBa§ £)itft e8, biet bon ©timmung rebett ? 

®em Saubernben crfd)eittt fie nie. 

©ebt it)v eud) eiinual fiir *J 3 oeten, 220 

©0 commanbirt bie ifSocfie. 

End) ift befannt, loaS luir bebiirfen, 

2£ir molten ftarf ©etrciitfe fdjlilrfcn ; 

Shut braut ntir unberjiigtid) bran ! 

2Ba§ fjeute nidjt gefd)iel)t, ift morgen nid)t getl)an, 225 
Unb Jeineit ®ag foil man berpaffeit : 

®a§ SJtbglidjc foil ber (Sntfdjlufj 
SBetjerjt foglcid) beim <Sc§opfe faffeit ; 

(Sr mill e§ bann nidjt fal)ren laffen, 

Unb loirlet meiter, mcil cr muff. 230 

Stjr mifjt, anf unfern bcutfdjcn S 3 id) licit 
Sprobirt ein jeber, loa§ er mag ; 

®rnm fdjonet mir an biefent ®ag 
$rofpecte nid)t nnb nid)t SKafdjinen ! 

©ebrauebt ba§ grofj’ unb Heine .fjimmete(id)t, 235 

®ie ©terne biirfet ifjr berfd)tocnben ; 

Sin SBaffer, geuer, getfentuanben, 

Slit ®t)ier 1111b SBogelit fetjlt e§ nidjt. 

©0 fd)reitet in bem engcit SBretterljaite 
®en golden Slrete ber ©djBpfung au§, 

Unb manbelt mit bebiid)t’ger ©djnelle 
SSont gimmel burd) bie 2 Belt jur Ipotle ! 
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you not the less on that account. Old age does not 
make childish, as peoplo say ; it oidy finds us still as 
true children. 

Manager. Enough of words have been interchanged ; let 
mo in fine see deeds also ! Whilst you are turning com- 
pliments, something useful may bo dono. What avails 
it to talk much of inspiration 1 It never comes to him 
who tarries. If you once give yourselves out for poets, 
then command poetry ! It is known to you what wo 
need — wo want to sip strong drink ; now brew away at 
it immediately ! What is not doing to-day is not dono 
to-morrow, and one should not let a day slip. Resolu- 
tion should boldly seize the possible by the forelock at 
once ; she will then not let it go, and works on because 
she must. You know, on our Gorman stages, overy one 
tries what he likes ; therefore on this day spare mo 
neither scones nor machinery. Use tho groat and the 
little light of heaven ; you aro free to squander tho 
stars ; thero is no lack of water, firo, rock-walls, beasts, 
and birds. So pace out, in the narrow plank-house, tho 
whole circle of creation; and travel, with considerate 
speed, from heaven, through tho world, to hell ! 



Prolog irn 

3>c* $ err. 33ie tjimmUfdjcu .fcccrfifjnnDcit. 
Slather snc*>!jtft«H>0clc3. 

Sic bfei (St'jcugcl treten doc. 

9tnp(jact. Sic ©onne tont nad) alter SBeife 
!gn SBruberffdjcireu SBettgefang, 

Unb iljre borgefdjriebne Steife 24s 

SBoIlenbet fie mit ffioitnergang. 

3$r ain&ticE giebt ben (Stigeltt ©tarfe, 

SKSenn feiner fie ergriinben mag; 

Sie unbegreiflidj fyoljen SBerte 

©mb Ijerrlid) toic am erften Sag. 250 

©niirtci. Unb fdjnetl imb unbegreiftid) fdjnetle 
$rcl)t fidj limber ber (Srbe SJ 3 rad)t ; 

($3 medjfclt iparabiefeSljelle 
SDtit tiefer fdjauerbotler iliadjt ; 

(S3 fdjaumt bag SOleer in breiten gliiffen 25s 

2(m tiefen ©runb ber gelfen anf, 

Unb gels nnb SOleer toirb fortgeriffen 
3n emig fdjneHent ©pljarenlauf. 
aiitfjaci. Unb ©tiirme braufett um bie XBette, 

SSom StJieer anfg Saitb, bom fianb auf8 SDteer, 260 

Unb bilben miitljenb eine ffette 

Ser tiefften SBirfung ring? umljcr. 
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PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN 


The Lord. The Heavenly Hosts. Afterwards Mephistopheles. 

The Three Archangels come forward. 

Raphael. The sun chimes in, after ancient fashion, with 
the rival song of his brother-spheres, and he accom- 
plishes his prescribed journey with thunder-course. His 
aspect gives strength to the angels, though none can 
fathom him. The inconceivably high works are glorious 
as on the first day. 


Gabriel. And swift, and inconceivably swift, the splen- 
dour of tho earth revolves; the brightness of paradise 
alternates with deep, awful night. Tho sea foams up 
in broad streams against tho deep base of the rocks ; 
and rock and sea are swept on in the eternally swift 
course of the spheres. 


Michael. And storms roar in rivalry from sea to land, 

from land to sea, and, raging, form a chain of deepest 

21 
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Prolog tut .£> tut nt cl 


263-293 


®a flammt cin btiljenbes JBcrfjccrcn 
®em ifSfabe Dor bed ®onnerfdjtag§ ; 

®odj bcine SBoteit, (perr, oereljrett 265 

®a§ fanfte SBanbeltt beine§ ®ag§. 

3 « ®vci. ®er SCitMid giebt belt ©ttgetit ©tcirfe, 

®a feiiter biefj ergrilitbeit mag, 

Unb aUe beiitc Ijoljen SSBerfe 

©tub tjerrlid), toie am erften ®ag. 270 

®a bit, 0 §err, bid; eiumat micber naljft, 
Uitb fragft, tote alle§ fidj bet itnS befittbc 
Unb bit mid) fonft getooEndid; gerne fa(;ft, 

©0 fietjft bit utid; and; uitter bent ©efiitbe. 

SSergeil;, id; fomt nidjt tjolje 2Borte madjeit, 275 

Unb lucitit mid; and; ber ganjc StrciS berljo^nt ; 

SDtehi 5Pat()o§ brfic^te bid; geioif; 311m Sadjeu, 

§att’ft bu btr nidjt ba§ 2ad;cit abgeiuo^nt. 

Son ©01111’ unb SEeltctt loeijj id; nidjts 311 fageit, 

Qd; felje nnr, lute fid) bie Sitenfdjcn filagen. 280 

®er tfeiite ©ott ber SSSett bteibt ftete Doit gteidient ©djtag, 
Unb ift fo luiiitbcrfid;, ate mie am erften ®ag. 

(Sin menig beffer miirb’ er lebeit, 

f>citt’ft bu if)iit ltidjt ben @d;cin be§ .fpintmetelidjte gegebeu ; 
(Sr nenut ’3 SSernunft unb firaudjt'S aHein, 285 

9 lur tfjierifdier ate jebc§ ®f)ier 311 fetjit. 

(Sr fdjeiitt mir, mit Sertaub Oon ©to. ©nabcit, 

SCBie cine ber lattgbeiitigeit ©icabeit, 

®ie iinnter fliegt unb ftiegenb fpringt 

Unb gleid; im ©ra§ i£)r n(tc§ Sicbdjeit fingt ; 290 

Unb lag’ er itur nod; imnter in bent ©rafe ! 

Qit jebett Quart begvabt er feiite 9iafe. 

$cv ©ctt. tpaft bu mir tueiter ltidite 3U fageit V 
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operation all .around. There, a flashing desolation flames 
before the path of the thunder-clap ; but thy messengers, 
Lord, revere the gentle wending of thy day. 


The Three. The sight gives strength to the angels, 
though none can fathom thee ; and all thy high works 
are glorious as on the first day. 


Mephistopheles. Since thou, Oh Lord, drawest nigh 
once more, and askest how all is going on with us, and 
didst generally on other occasions see me with pleasure, 
therefore thou seest mo also among the household. 
Excuse me, I cannot use lofty language even though 
the whole circle mocks me. My pathos would certainly 
bring thee to laughter, hadst thou not loft off laughter. 
I have nothing to say about sun and worlds ; I only see 
how men are plaguing themselves. The little god of 
the world remains always of the same stamp, and is as 
strange as on the first day. Ho would live a little 
better hadst thou not given him the gleam of heaven’s 
light; he calls it Keason, and uses it only to be more 
brutish than any brute. He seems to me, with your 
Grace’s leave, like one of the long-legged grasshoppers, 
which ever flies, and flying springs, and presently sings 
in the grass its old ditty — and would he but lie always 
in the grass ! He pokes his nose into every mess. 


The Lord. Hast thou nothing else to say to mo 1 Comest 



24 


Prolog im .fcnunttcf 


294-319 


Siommft bu itur hunter anpffagen ? 

3ft auf ber ©rbe etoig bir ntc^tS red)t ? 295 

SD!c(>i)iftot>i)cic3. yieitt, gerrl id) fiitb’ e§ bort, tuie imnter, 
I)erjlid) fdjfedjt. 

®ie SDtatfdjen baitern midj tit ifjren Qaiitmertageit ; 

3dj mag fogar bie arittett fef&ft iticf)t pfageit. 

$cr ©err. ftenuft bu ben gauft? 
s»jct)t)iitot)i)ctc8. $eit®oftor? 

$cr ©err. 2Jteiuen ®nedjt I 

s»tc)>!)ifti>t<f)!>rc 3 . giirtoaljr 1 cr bient cud) attf Befonbre 
SESeife. 300 

9 tidjt irbifdj ift beg SEfioreit ®rattf ttod) ©pcife. 

SIjn treiBt bie ©afjrung in bie gerne ; 

@r ift fid) fcitter X'oHI)cit £)atb beiunfjt : 

SSont funtmet forbert er bie fdjihtften ©terne, 

Uttb bott ber ©rbe jebe prfjfte Suft, 305 

Unb at(e SKiif)’ nttb atfc gertte 
SBefriebigt uicf)t bie tiefbelnegte SSruft. 

$cr ©err. SBenit er ntir jefjt aud) nur beriuorreit bient, 

©0 loerb’ idj if)it Bafb in bie SHarfieit fiiljren. 

SBeifj bod) ber ©cirtuer, tneitn bag S 3 numd)en griiitt, 310 
®afi SBIiitf)’ nnb grudjt bie fiinft’geit 3af)re giereit. 
mtcpijiftooBctcd. 2 Bag mettet if)r? ben fodt if)r noc§ ber- 
fiereit, 

SBeuit if)r ntir bie ©rfauBnifi geBt, 

3f)it nteine ©trafje fadjt 311 fiiljren I 
$cr ©err. ©o fang’ er auf ber ©rbe feBt, 31s 

©0 fattge fet) bit’s uidjt berBoten. 

©g irrt ber SJteitfdj fo fang’ er ftrebt. 

!»ict>i)iftot)0cie8. ®a bant’ id) end) ; bemt mit belt ®obten 
$ab’ id) mid) mentals gerit Befaitgen. 
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thou always only to accuse ? Is nothing on earth ever 
right to thee 1 

Mephistopheles. No, Lord ! I find things there, as 
ever, extremely had. Mankind, in their wretched days, 
move my pity. I would even fain not plague the poor 
creatures myself. 

The Lord. Knowest thou Faust 1 

Mephistopheles. The doctor 1 

The Lord. My servant ! 

Mephistopheles. Verily, he serves you in peculiar 
fashion ! Not earthly is the fool’s drink nor food. The 
ferment [of his spirit] impels him towards the distant. 
He himself is half aware of his madness. From heaven 
he demands the fairest stars, and from earth, every 
highest pleasure; and all the near and all the far 
contents not his deeply-stirred hreast. 

The Lord. Though now ho serves mo but confusedly, I 
shall soon lead him into light. Surely, the gardener 
knows, when the small tree greens, that blossom and 
fruit will deck the coming years. 

Mephistopheles. What will you wager? You shall 
lose him yet, if you give rne leave to lead him gently 
my way. 

The Lord. So long as he lives on the earth, so long be 
it not forbidden thee ! Man errs as long as he strives. 

Mephistopheles. There I thank you ; for I have never 
willingly had to do with the dead. I like full, fresh 
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ifjroloij tut £>iutmel 


3 = 0-349 


9 Int meiftcit lief id) mir bie Oolten, frifdjett SBottgen. 3=0 
giir einett 2eid)ttam bin id) itidjt 311 $atte ; 

SDtir gef)t e3, lute ber ®aj)c mit ber SOtaite. 

$ci- jpcrv. 9lmt gut, c§ fetj bir iiberlaffcn ! 

3iel)’ biefett ©eift oott feincm llrguctt ab, 

Unb fiiljr’ itfn, fannft bu iljn erfaffen, 3=3 

Slttf beiitent SBegc ntit Ijerab, 

Unb ftel)’ befdjamt, lueitit bu befemten ntufjt : 

©in guter ®teitfd) in feineitt buttfeltt ©range 
3ft fid; be§ redjteit 2Bege§ tuoljl beltmfit. 
ancuiliftotiiKtcS. ©djon gut I nur bauert e§ nidjt lattgc. 330 
SJtir ift fur nteitte SBctte gar nic^t baitge. 

SBemt id) 311 nieiuent Slued gelattge, 

©rlaubt it)r ntir ©riuittftl) atte Boiler Sruft. 

©taub foK er freffen, unb ntit Suft, 

SSic nteinc SJlitijtnc, bie bcriiljmte ©djlattge. 33s 

®cv $cv*. ©it barfft aud) ba nur frei erfdjeittett ; 

3d) I)abe beitteS ©leidjen uic geljafjt. 

SBott alien ©eiftern, bie berneiiten, 

3 ft mir ber ©d)alt ant tDenigftett 3ttr Soft. 

®e§ SOtenfdjeu ®I)iitig!eit fantt alfyuteidjt crfcljlaffett, 340 
©r liebt fid) balb bie uitbebiugte 9 tut)’ ; 

©runt geb’ id) gent ifjttt ben ©efeUen 311, 

©er reyt unb luirlt, unb iniijf, ate ©cufel, fdjaffeu. 

®od) ifjr, bie ncljteu @otterfoI)ite, 

©rfreut cud) ber Iebeubig reidjen ©d)iiite 1 345 

©as SBerbettbe, baS etoig tuirft ttttb lebt, 

Utitfaff end) mit ber Siebe tjolbeu ©djraufeu, 

Uttb luaS itt fd)lDaittettber ©rfcfjeiituitg fd)luebt, 

SBefeftiget mit baueritbeu ©ebattleu ! 

(JDec $immrl fatiejjt, bie (Jrjengel vcrtfjeilen fi($.) 
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cheeks the best. I am not at home to a corpse. I am 
like the cat with the mouse. 


The Lord. AVell then, bo it left to thee ! Draw away 
this spirit from his fountain-head, and load him, if thou 
caust seize him, downwards with thee on thy way ; and 
stand abashed when thou art forced to own, — a good 
man in his dark aspiration is still conscious of the right 
way. 


Mephistopheles. Agreed ! only it will not last long. 
I am not at all anxious about my wager. If I gain my 
ond, allow mo a triumph with my wholo soul. Dust 
shall he eat, and with zest, like my cousin, the renowned 
serpent. 


The Lord. There also thou mayst act quite freely. I 
have never hated the like of thee. Of all the spirits 
who deny, the waggish knave is the least burdensome to 
me. Man’s activity can all too easily relax; ho soon 
grows fond of absoluto repose for himself ; therefore I 
willingly give him a companion who stirs and works, 
and must, as devil, be doing. But ye, true sons of the 
gods, rojoico in the livingly rich beautiful ! Lot that 
which is passing into new being, which ever works and 
lives, encompass you with the gracious bounds of love ; 
and that which floats in wavering appearance, do ye 
make fast with enduring thoughts ! 

(Heaven closes, the Archangels disperse.) 
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tjJvofog irn .$iinmet 


350-353 


2Jtcj>f)iftopi)cic3 (ntteui). S8on S“t sit Qeit felj’ id) ben Sltten 
gem, 35° 

Uttb I)iite mid;, mit iljttt 311 Bremen. 

©3 ift gar fyiitjfd) non cittern grofjett Jperrn, 

So iitenfc^tid^ mit bent Scufet fetttft 3U fpredjen. 
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Mephistopheles (alone). From time to time I like to see 
the Ancient One, and am careful not to break with him. 
It is quite handsome of a great Lord to speak so kindly 
with the devil himself ! 



£>et £rag6bte erfler &f)eil 


9ictd)t 

3f it it ft (tit einem l)ec$gcn>51&tcn, engeu, gotf;iftyen Simmer unrutytg auf feinem 
©cffcl am UJuttc). 

$abe nun, ad) ! bpijiboiogtyie, 

Surifterei uitb 2Jiebiciit, 3SS 

Unb leibcr mid; ®i)eo!ogie 

®urd)aite ftubirt, mit Ijet^ent Sentiifj'n. 

®a ftetj’ tdj nun, id) armer ®[)or ! 

Unb bin fo Hug, ate tuie jubor ; 

$eifje SJiagifter, fjeifje ®o!tor gar, 360 

Unb jielje jdjon an bie geljeu Qaljr, 

$erauf, fyerab, unb guer unb Jrunim, 

2Mite ©dji'dcr an bet 9tafe fjenuu — 

Unb fcfje, bag loir tiidjte luiffen fbnnen I 

®aS Inid mit fcfjier ba§ 5evg uerbrenueit. 365 

3luar bin id) gefd;eibtcr ate ade bie Saffett, 

®oftoreit, SKagifter, Sdjteiber uitb ipfaffeit ; 

SUiic§ plagen teine ©crupel nod) Btueifel, 
giirdjte ntidj toeber Bor §ode nod) ®eufel — 

®afiit ift mit and) ade Sreub’ entriffen, 37° 

SBilbe mit nid)t ein, luaS diedjte 311 Iniffen, 

S3itbe mit nid)t ein, id) Jounte luaS Ief)ten, 

®ie iOienjdjen 5U beffern unb 311 6e!et;ren. 

Slticfj fjab’ id) lueber ©ut nod) ©ebb, 
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FIRST PART OF THE TRAGEDY 


Faust’s Study, (i) 

Night. In a high-vaulted, narrow, Gothic chamber, 

Faust on his seat at the desk , restless. 

Faust. I have now, alas, studied thoroughly, with ardent 
effort, philosophy, jurisprudence, and medicine, and, sad 
to say, theology too. Here stand I now, poor fool that 
I am, and am just as wise as before. I am called 
Magister, am even called Doctor; and for these ten 
years past have been leading my pupils about by the 
nose, up, down, across, and awry — and see that we can 
know nothing ! That is almost enough to burn up my 
heart. True, I am cleverer than all the fops, doctors, 
magistors, clerks, and priests. No scruples or doubts 
plague me ; I fear neither hell nor devil. On the other 
hand, all joy is torn from me. I do not fancy that I 
know anything out of the common way ; 1 do not fancy 
that I could teach anything to better and to convert 
mankind. Moreover I have neither goods nor money, 
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ft-auft 


375-403 


SRod) ©fjr' unb gerrlidjfeit ber 2 BcIt ; 375 

@§ miid;te feiit §mtb fo liinger teBen ! 

®ritnt l;nb' id; mid; ber SJingic ergcben, 

£>B mir bitrd; ©eifte§ S?raft unb SOtunb 
5 Iticf(t ntattd; ©e^eimnij3 miirbe fuub ; 

®af; id; nidjt metjr, mit fatternt ©d;meifj, 380 

8u fagen Braude, lua§ idj nid;t meif; ; 

®afj id; erfeitue, lua§ bie SDSclt 
Snt Smterften pfantmenljalt, 

©d;au’ ctHe SBirlenSlraft uitb ©amen, 

Unb tf)ii’ nid;t nteljr in SBorteit frcntteit. 385 

•D fcifjft bn, Uofler SDloubettfdjciit, 

3unt lepteumat auf meiite ipeitt, 

®en id; fo ntattdje 2Jiittcrnad;t 
Slit bicfem ifult f|erangcmad;t : 

®ann uBer SBiidjent unb papier, 390 

®rii6|erger grcttnb, erftfjicitft bn mir I 

2t«^ I tonnt’ id; bod; auf 33 erge§l;ol;’it 

Qit beiitem lieBen 2 icf)te gel; it, 

lint S 3 ergeSl;ol;le mit ©eifteru jd;tt>cbeit, 

Sluf SGSiefen in beiitem ®dtttmer mcbett, 395 

S 8 on aHent SBiffettSqualm entlabeit 
Sn beiitem ®l;au gefuitb mid; babcit I 

SBct; ! fted' id; itt bem Verier nod; ? 

SBerfIitd;te 8 , bumpfeS SDlauerlod;, 

20o felbft ba§ lieBe $immefelidjt 4°o 

®rilfi bitrd; gentalte ©d;cibeit 6rid;t I 
SBefdjriinlt mit biefem S8iidjerl;auf, 

®en SSiirmer nagen, ©taub Bebecft, 
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nor honour and grandeur of the world. No dog would 
like to live thus any longer ! Therefore I have devoted 
myself to magic — whether through the spirit’s power 
and voice many a mystery might not become known to 
me, so that no more, with bitter sweat, I need say that 
which I do not know ; that I may perceive what holds 
the world together in its inmost core, behold all working 
energy and germs, and deal no more in words. 


Oh that thou, full moonlight, wort looking for the last 
time upon my anguish, whom I so many a midnight 
have watched for at this desk ! Then, over hooks and 
paper, melancholy friend, didst thou appear to mo. Ah, 
would that I could walk in thy dear light on mountain- 
heights, hover with spirits around mountain-caves, move 
over meadows in thy glimmer, and, released from every 
fume of knowledge, bathe and ho healed in thy dew ! 


Woe ’s me ! do I still stick in this dungeon 1 — accursed, 
musty, dingy hole ! — where even the dear light of 
heaven breaks dimly through painted panes — hemmed 
in by this heap of hooks, which worms gnaw, dust 
C 
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afrtuft 


404-431 


®en, bi§ ait’S Ijolje ©etoolb’ Ijinauf, 

(Silt angeraitdjt papier umftectt ; 405 

2Jtit ©tafertt, 93iid)fcn ring§ umftellt, 

SDiit Snftntmcntcn uoKgepfrobft, 

Uroatcr $au3ratlj bran geftopft — 

®n§ ift beiite SDSett I bn§ 5 e 'fit cine SScIt ! 

Unb fragft bu itodj, toarum bein $erj 41 ° 

©id) bang in bcinent 93ufen ffcnnnt ? 

SBarum eiit uneritcirter ©d^iterg 
®ir atte SebenSreguitg Ijemntt ? 

©tntt ber lebenbigen Slatur, 

®a ©Dtt bie SDZenfdjen fdjuf (jineitt, 415 

llntgicbt in 9lnud) unb StTiobcv nur 
®id) ®f|iergeri|)p' unb ®obtenbeiit. 

Stief)’ ! 2(uf 1 §inau§ in§ toeite Sanb I 
Unb bie§ getjeimnlfjuofte 93ndj, 

93 on 9ioftrabatnu§’ eigiter §nub, 420 

3 ft bir e§ nidjt ©eteit genug ? 

(SrJenueft bnnit ber ©tente fiauf, 

Unb ttienn 9?ntur bid) imtertueift, 

®ann gei)t bie ©eelenlraft bir auf, 

SBie jpricfjt eiit ©eift gum aitbern ©eift. 425 

Untfonft, bafi trotfneS ©inneu I)ier 
®ie tjeil'geu Seidjcit bir crHcirt : 

Qljr fdjtoebt, il)r ©eifter, nebeit mir 
Stutluortet mir, menu iijr mid) f)firt ! 

((Sr fd;lfigt b«$ iBud; auf, unb evblicft ba3 3eid;eu bcS 9Wafvofo3mu$. ) 

§a I luetdjc SBonne ftiefit in biefem Slid 
SKuf eiumal mir burd) afle meiite ©iuiieit ! 


430 
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covers; round which, up to the high vault, sticks a 
besmoked paper ; encircled with glasses, boxes ; full- 
crammed with instruments ; ancestral furniture stuffed 
in — that is thy world ! That is called a world ! 


And dost thou still ask why thy heart becomes cramped, 
uneasy, in thy bosom 1 — why a vague pain chocks every 
motion of thy life 1 Instead of the living nature into 
which God fashioned man, around thee are only brutes’ 
skeletons and dead men’s bones, in smoke and mould. 


Fly ! Up ! Out hence into the wide world ! And this 
mysterious book from Nostradamus’ own hand, is it not 
companion enough for thee 1 Then wilt thou discern 
the courso of the stars, and, if Nature instruct thee, 
then the soul’s strength will rise up, enabling thee to 
know how one spirit speaks to another spirit. ’Tis vain 
that dull poring hero expounds to thee the holy signs ! 
Yo are hovering, yo spirits, near mo ; answor me, if ye 
hear me ! 

(He opens the book , and perceives the sign of the Macrocosm . ) 

Ah, what delight flows at once through all my senses at 
this sight ! I feel youthful, holy life-joy run, newly 
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S-auft 


432-459 


Qd) fiitjte jitngeS, IjeifgeS SebenSgtiid 
Steugliitjcnb mit bttrdj SJtetV ltub 9 tbern rinneu. 

23 ar e§ cut ©ott, ber biefe Beidjett fc^rieb, 

®ie ntir bag innre Sobett ftiDCeit, 435 

®a8 aritte gcrg mit grettbe fiillett, 

Hub, mit gcI^ciimtifjuoUem Sricb, 

®ie Srafte ber 3 fatur rings unt mid) Ijer cntijiitleu ? 

SBirt id) ciit ©ott? SOtir luirb io Iid)t! 

Qdj fdjatt' in biefeti reinett Bttgett 44° 

®ie toirfeitbe Statur tor nteiner ©eete tiegeit. 

^ejjt evft erfettn' idj, maS ber 2Beife fprid)t : 

„ Sic ©ciftertoett ift nicfjt ucrfdftoffeit ; 

®ein ©inn ift 311, bein §crg ift tobt 1 

Stuf! babe, ©filter, unnerbroffen 44 s 

ffiie irb’fd)C SBrnft int SJtorgcurotf) I" 

((St bcityaut ba3 3cid;cn. ) 

53 ie afleS fid) sunt ®att3cn toebt ! 

©iuS in bent Stnbern tnirtt ttnb tebt ! 

SDSie JpuitmelSfrcifte attf uitb tticber fteigcn 

ilttb fid) bie golbuett ©inter reid)ctt I 450 

3 Jtit fegeubuftettbeitb ©dpuiitgcu 

S8ottt §imntet burd) bie ©rbc brittgett, 

fparmouifd) aft’ ba§ 901 burd)t[iitgen I 

98 e(d) ©djaufpiet I aber ad| ! eitt ©djaufpiel ttur I 

9 Bo faff id) bidj, uttenblidie iJtatur ? 455 

©ad), SBriifte, tuo ? Qpr QttcHett atteS SebenS, 

9 tn benen fMutmct unb ©rbe tjaugt, 

$afjin bie luette SBrnft fid) briittgt — 

£j(jr queUt, ifjr triinft, unb fdjmadit’ idj fo nergebeng ? 

(@v fc^tavjt unnnllig ba$ ©ucty urn, unb trblitft ba8 dcic^cit bes GrrbgeiM. ) 
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glowing, through nerves and veins. Was it a god that 
traced theso signs, which still my inward storm, fill my 
poor heart -with gladness, and unveil, with mysterious 
power, the forces of Nature round about me 1 Am I a 
god ? — my vision grows so clear ! I see, in these pure 
lines, Nature in action lie before my soul. Now, for 
the first time, I discern what the sage says : 1 The world 
of spirits is not closed ; thy sense is shut, thy heart is 
dead ! Up, disciple, bathe, untired, thy earthly breast 
in the red of dawn ! ’ 

( He contemplates the sign. ) 


How everything weaves itself into the Whole ! Each in 
tho other works and lives ! How heavenly powers 
ascend and descend, and pass one another the golden 
pails, — press, with bliss-exhaling wings, from heaven 
through earth, — ring harmoniously, all through tho 
All! 


What a spectacle ! but ah, a spectacle only ! Where shall 
I grasp thee, infinite Nature 1 Yo breasts, where 1 Ye 
sources of all life, on which hang heaven and earth, 
towards which the withered breast presses — ye gush, ye 
give to drink, and am I thus languishing in vain 1 

( He turns over the leaves of the book indignantly , and perceives 
the sign of the Earth-Spirit .) 
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460-485 


SBie aubers luirft bteS Betdfen aitf nxid^ ein ! 460 

®u, ©eift ber ©rbe, bift rnir naljer; 

@d;oit fiif)t’ id; mcinc Sfvafte t;ot;cr, 

@d;on gtiifj’ id; loie bon neuent SBein ; 

Set; fiit;te SJtuttj, mid) in bic SBett ju iuagen, 

®cv ©rbc SBct;, ber ©rbc ©tiid 511 tragen, 465 

SJtit ©tiirmeu midj ljerumjufdjtagen, 

Unb in be8 @d;iffbrud;S ®nirfdjen nid^t 311 jagen. 

©8 toolft fid) iiber mir — 

®er SJtonb berbirgt feiit £id;t — 

®ie Sampe fdiluiubet I 47° 

©8 barnpft 1 — ©8 juden rottje Straiten 
SJtir urn ba8 gaupt — ©8 tt>et)t 
©in @d;aucr bom ©cluotb’ tjerab, 

Unb fafit mid; an I 

Sd; fiit;l’ 8 , bn fd;iuebft urn mid;, erftetjter ©eift! 47s 

©itt^iiCfe bid) ! 

ga ! Ibie ’8 in nteinent gerjen reifjt ! 

Bn neneit ©cfiit;ten 

SOT meine ©inite fid; ertoiiljten ! 

Sd; fiit;te ganj mein gerj bir I;ingcgebeit ! 480 

®n mn fit ! bn mufjt ! nnb foftet’ e 8 mein Seben ! 

(©v fajit ba« JButty, unb fprictyt ba« 3eic$en be8 ©cifleS gef;eimmjjveU aufl. ©« 
jueft cine vStljliftye Qffamme, bee ©eift erfetyeint in bev Slammc.) 

©ctft. 2 Ber rnft mir ? 

Son ft (abgereenbct). @d;rcdtidjeS ©efidjt I 
©eift. ®n t;aft mid; ntiid;tig angejogen, 

Sin nteincr ©pf;{ire tang’ gefogen, 

Unb nun - - 
Sun ft. 


StBet; I id; ertrag’ bid; nidjt ! 


485 
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How differently this sign affects me ! Thou, Spirit of 
the Earth, art nearer to me ! Already I feel my 
energies higher ; already I glow as with new wine ; 1 
feel courage to venture into the world, — to bear the 
earth’s woe, the earth’s weal ; to wrestle with storms, and 
not to tremble in the shipwreck’s crash. Clouds gather 
over mo — the moon hides her light — the lamp dies away ! 
Vapours arise ! — Red beams dart around my head — a 
horror wafts down from the vault, and seizes me ! I feel 
it, — thou art hovering round mo, prayer-compelled 
Spirit ! Reveal thyself ! Ha ! what a tearing in my 
heart ! All my senses are upstirring to new feelings ! 
I feel my whole heart surrendered to thee ! Thou 
must — thou must — and though it cost my life ! 

{He seizes the booh , and pronounces mysteriously the sign of the 
Spirit. A red flame flashes ; the Spirit appears in the fame.) 


Spirit. Who calls to me t 


Faust ( turning away). Terrible vision ! 


Spirit. Thou hast mightily drawn mo, long sucked at my 
sphere, and now — 


Faust. Woo’s me ! I endure thee not ! 
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S««ft 


486-515 


©cift. ®u fleljft eratljntenb, mid; 311 fd;auen, 

9Mne ©tiutnte 311 tjoreit, mein Stnttij; 311 fe^it ; 

9Jiicf) ncigt bein ntadjtig ©eclcitflcljn : 

©a Bin id; ! SBeldj erBiirnitid; ©ratten 

gafjt UcBcrntenfdjen bid; ! SSo ift ber ©eele 9tuf ? 490 

28o ift bie SBrnft, bie cine SBett in fid; evfd;nf 
Uttb trng unb I;egte, bie mit grcubeBcbeit 
©rfd;iuofl, fid; nnS, ben ©eiftern, gtcid; 311 fjebeit ? 

SBo Bift bu, gauft, befs ©tint me mir ertlang, 

®er fic^ an mid; mit aKeit Straften brattg ? 49s 

Sift bn e§, ber, non nteinem |>aud; nmtnittert, 

3n alien SeBenStiefeit 3ittcrt, 

©in furdjtfnm meggetriimmtcr SBurnt l 
jfouft. ©oil idj bir, glantntenBilbung, tueidien ? 

3d; Bin’s, Bin gauft, Bin beiiteS ©Ieid;eit I 500 

©cift. 3n Se6en§flutl;cn, itit ©fjatenftunn 
SBalT id; anf unb ab, 

2Set;e I;itt unb Ijer I 
©cBurt unb ©rab, 

©in cmigeg SJtecr, 505 

©in lned;felnb SBeBeit, 

©in gtiiljenb SeBett, 

©0 fdjaff’ id; am faufeitbeu SSebftnl;! ber Beit, 

Unb toirfe ber ©ottfjeit tebeubigeS S'leib. 

Sau ft. ®er bu bie Incite SBett untfdjmeifft, 510 

©efcfjciftiger ©eift, tuie nal; fnt;F idj midj bir ! 

©cift. ®tt gteidift bent ©eift, ben bu Begreifft, 

Jiidjt mir 1 (93erfdjmnbet.) 

S-auft (jitfauimeiijiftrjenb). 9tid;t bir ? 

SBeut bcitn ? 515 
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Spirit. Thou prayest, panting, to behold mo, to hear my 
voice, to see my face; thy mighty soul-entreaty bends 
me : here am I ! — AVhat pitiful terror seizes thee, the 
superhuman being 1 Where is the soul’s call 1 Where 
is the breast which created in itself a world, and bore 
and fostered it, — which swelled, with tremors of joy, to 
lift itself to a level with us, the spirits 1 AYhere art 
thou, Faust, whose voice rang to mo, — who pressed 
towards me with all his energies 1 Art thou he 1 thou 
who, fanned around by my breath, tremblcst in all the 
depths of life, a timidly writhing worm ! 


Faust. Shall I yield to thee, Shape of Flame 1 I am he, 
am Faust, am thine equal ! 


Spirit. In the tides of life, in the storm of action, I wave 
up and down, waft hither and thither ! Birth and 
grave, an eternal sea, a changeful weaving, a glowing 
life — thus I ply at the whirring loom of time, and work 
the living garment of the Deity ! 


Faust. Thou who rovest about the wide world, busy 
Spirit, how near I feel myself to thee ! 


Spirit. Thou art like the spirit whom thou comprehendest, 
— not mo ! ( Vanishes.) 


Faust ( collapsing ). Not thee ! Whom then 1 I, image of 
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SVnuft 


516-543 


3 d), (SDenbttb ber ®ottf)eit I 

Uitb nid)t cinntal bit I (®3 £fovft.) 

0 Sob I id) !emt’§ — baS iff mein gantufuS — 

(£§ luirb mein fdjonfteS ®tiid git nidjte ! 

ffiag bicfe giiflc ber ®cfid)te 52° 

Ser trocfne ©djlcidjer ftoren mug ! 

'lOngncr, im -Scfylafrocfe unb ter Sftactytmiityc, einc Samvc in ter -Sant. 

Sauft iuentct fid> umuidig. 

asoflitcv. S8erjeil)t, id) pr’ cud) bectamiren; 

3 p Iaf’t geluifj ciit ®ried)ifd) Strauerfpef ? 

3 it biefer Sfunft mod)t’ id; loa§ pofitiren, 

Seitn put 311 Stage mirft ba§ Diet. 52s 

Qd) pb’ eS offers riipteit prcit, 

Sin Sombbiaut fount’ einen ipfarrcr tepeit. 

Snuft. 3 «/ luenn ber Spfarrer eiit Sfontbbiant ift; 

SBie baS beitit tuoP 311 fjeiten fornmen mag. 

stsnniicv. 9 Idj I menu man fo in feiit SDhifcum gebnuut ift, 530 
Hub fief)t bic 23 ctt fount ciucit geiertag, 
finum burd) eiu gentgfaS, nur non tueiten, 

SBie foil man fie burdj Ueberrebung leiteit ? 

3 nu ft. Sffienn ip’S nicfjt fiifjtt, ip merbet’S nid)t erjagcu, 
SCBeutt cS nicf)t auS ber ©eele bringt, 535 

Unb. mit urfraftigem Scpgeit 
®te $er3en alter fjorer 3tuingt. 

©igt ip nur imnter I Scimt 3iifnmmen, 

53 raut eiit 3 fagout Doit anbrer ©djuiauS, 

Unb blaft bie fiimmertidjen gfammen 540 

2 IuS euerm Slfdjenpufdjeu ’rouS ! 

SQcmunbrung non Stiuberu unb SIffcn, 

SBeitn end) baritad) ber ®aumen ftcfjt ; 
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the Deity, — and not even thee ! ( A knock.) Oh death ! 

I know it — that is my famulus — my fairest fortune 
comes to nought ! That the dry groveller must disturb 
this fulness of visions ! 

(Wagner, in his dressing-gown and night cap, a lamp in his 
hand. FAUST turns round, displeased.) 


Wagner. Excuse me ! I hear you declaiming ; you were 
surely reading a Greek tragedy 1 I should like to pick 
up something in this art, for nowadays it has a great 
effect. I have often heard say, an actor might instruct 
a parson. 


Faust. Yes, if the parson is an actor ; as may indeed 
happen now and then. 


Wagner. Ah, when one is thus confined to one’s study, 
and hardly sees the world on a holiday — hardly through 
a telescope, only from afar — how is one to lead it by 
persuasion 1 


Faust. If you do not feel it, you will not get it by hunting 
for it, — if it does not rush from the soul, and compel the 
hearts of all hearers with intense delight. Sit at it for 
ever ; glue together ; cook up a hash from the feast of 
others, and blow the miserable flames forth out of your 
little ash-heap — the admiration of children and apes, if 
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S44-574 


®od) roerbet xfjr nie §erj 3U $er3en fdjaffen, 

SBemt eg end) nidjt Don $erjen get)t. 545 

sBJaniicv. SIHetn ber S 3 ortrag madjt beg 9 tebnerg ©Uid; 

3d) fiiljt’ eg tool)!, nod) bin id) lueit juriicf. 

S- mi ft. @nd)’ @r ben reblitfjcn ©eloinn I 
©et) ©r !ein fd^etlentauter ®f)or 1 

©g trcigt 93 erftanb unb renter ©inn 550 

SHit tucnig Sunft fid) fclbcr Dor; 

Unb tuenn’g end) ©rnft iff, lung 311 fagcit, 

Sft’S ltotljig. SBorten nnd)3iijngcn ? 

3a, enre dtebeit, bie fo btinfenb finb, 

3n beneti if)r ber 2JteufdjI)eit ©djtiifjel freiufett, 555 

©inb unerquidtid), tuie ber Stebetluinb, 

®cr I)erbftlid) burd) bie biirreit SBtatter fciufelt. 
asnfliicv. 9(d) ©ott ! bie Sunft ift tang, 

Unb furs ift unfer Seben. 

SDtir rnirb bei nteinent tritifdjeit SSeftreben 560 

®od) oft unt Slopf unb SBufen bang. 

2Bie fd)luer finb nidjt bie SDiittel 311 crloerben, 

®urcf) bie man 311 ben Queden fteigt ! 

Unb et) man nur ben Ijntbeu SBcg erreicfjt, 

SDhijj ioo()( eiu arnter ®eufet fterbeit. 565 

Snuff. Sag fpergament, ift bag ber t)eil’ge SBronnen, 

SCBornnS eitt ®runf ben ®urft auf cluig ftitlt ? 

©rquiduug t)aft bn uidjt geluonneu, 

SBeiiti fie bir nid)t aug eigner ©eete guillt. 
sonnner. 58erjeif)t I (S 3 ift ein grofj ©rge^ett, 57° 

©id) in ben ©eift ber Qciteu 311 uerfefjen, 

$u fd^atten, tuie Oor ung eiu lueifer SOtnnn gebnd)t, 

Unb tuie luir’g bann 3utef)t fo t)err(id) lueit gebrad)t. 

5 nu ft. O fa, big an bie ©terne lueit! 
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your palate craves for that ! But you will never touch 
the hearts of others, if it does not come from your own. 

Wagner. But delivery makes the orator’s success ; I feel 
indeed that I am still very backward. 

Faust. Seek you the honest triumph ! Be you no hell- 
tinkling fool ! Judgment and good sense express them- 
selves with little art ; and if you are in earnest to say 
something, is it necessary to hunt after words t Your 
speeches, I say, which are so glittering, in which you 
curl up shreds for mankind, are unrefreshing as the 
mist-wind which rustles through the dry leaves in 
autumn. 

Wagner. Ah, God ! art is long and our life is short. Yet 
often, during my critical efforts, I feel oppressed in head 
and heart. How hard to acquire the means through 
which one mounts to the sources ! And before one gets 
hut half-way, a poor dovil, in sooth, must die. 

Faust. Parchment — -is that the holy well from which one 
draught allays the thirst for ever 1 Thou hast not 
gained refreshment, if it gushes not from thine own 
soul. 

Wagner. Excuse me ! It is a great pleasure to transport 
oneself into the spirit of the times ; to see how a wise 
man has thought before us, and then, at last, how glori- 
ously we have got on. 

Faust. Oh yes, as far as to the stars ! My friend, the 
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575-fios 


SDletn Sreunb, bie Seiten ber SBergaitgenfjeit 57s 

©inb un§ eiit 83 ndi mit fiebett ©iegeltt ; 

28a§ il)r ben ©cift ber Seiten tjeifst, 

®a§ ift im ©rrntb ber gerren cigiicr ©eift, 

3n bent bic Seiten fid) beffiiegelit. 

®a ift’s bernt lualjrlid) oft ein Sommer ! 580 

2J?att Ifiuft end; bet bent crftcit 93Iicf button. 

Sin SMjridjtfaj) ttnb eitte Shimpelfammer, 

Hub ^t5cf)ften§ eine gaitfit* ttnb ©taateaction, 

SJiit trcfflidjeit fjragntatifcTjcn SJiajintcn, 

Sie fie ben fJ 5 ttf)pen toot;! int SJimtbe jiemen ! 585 

aonoiicc. SIHein bie SBeit I beS aJJenfdjctt gerj uitb ©eift ! 

SJiiidjt’ jegtidjer bodj toa§ bation erfettiteit. 

S-nuft. 3a, tons man fo erfentten Ijeifjtl 
2Ber barf ba§ S'ittb beint redjten Siatnett nennen ? 

®ie tuenigen, bic long baiiott erfannt, 590 

®ie tijiiridit g’nug if)r botfeg gerj nid)t loafjrteit, 

®em SpiiM ifjr ©eftiljf, iljt ©djauen offenbarten, 
gat man oott jc geircujigt nnb tierbrannt. 

3d) bitt’ eudj, grenttb, eg ift tief in ber Siacljt ; 

SSJir ntuffcn’g bicgmnt unterbredjen. 59s 

swafliicv. 3tf| geitte gent liar ititmer fortgcload)t, 

Unt fo getei)rt mit end) ntidj ju befpredjen. 

®od) morgen, ate am erften Oftcrtage, 

Grrlaubt mir ein’ nnb attbre grage, 

SDiit Sifer I)ab’ id) mid) ber ©titbictt bcfliffcit ; 600 

Sloar ioeif) id) Diet, bod) ntod)t’ idj a (Teg miffen. (Qlb.) 
Sit uft (al(ein). 2Bie ttur bent ft’ofif nid)t aHe goffnung fd)toinbet, 
®er immerfort ait jdjatent Seuge llebt, 

9 Jiit gier’ger ganb ttad) ©djn^ett greibt, 

Unb frot) ift, tuenn er fRegemoiirnter fiitbct ! 60s 
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times of the past are to us a hook with seven seals. 
What you call the spirit of the times, that is at bottom 
the gentlemen’s own spirit, in which the times are 
mirrored. Then it is often, in truth, a pitiful business ! 
One runs from it, believe me, at the first glance. A 
rubbish-bin and a lumber room ; and at best, a high 
state-tragedy, with excellent pragmatical maxims, such 
as well beseem the mouths of the puppets. 

Wagner. But the world ! The heart and spirit of man ! 
Every one surely would like to know something of these. 

Faust. Ay, what is called knowing ! Who dares give a 
thing its right name 1 The few who have known some- 
what about them, who, foolishly enough, did not guard 
their full hearts — revealed their feelings, their views, 
to the mob — have ever been crucified and burnt. I beg 
you, friend — it is the depth of night; we must break 
off for the present. 

WAGNER. I would fain have kept waking, to converse 
with you so learnedly. To-morrow, however, being 
the first day of Easter, permit mo a question or two. 
I have applied myself with zeal to studies; true, I 
know much ; but I would fain know everything. (Exit.) 

Faust. How on earth does not all hope vanish from 
that brain which cleaves continually to stale trash, 
gropes with eager hand for treasures, and is glad when 
it finds grubs ! 
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afflttft 


606-635 


®arf eine foldje SJteiifdjenftimme pier, 

So ©eifterflille micf) untga6, ertiinen ? 

®od; ad; ! fur bicgntal ban!' id; bir, 

®cm iirmlid;ften ooit alien ©rbenfopncit. 

®it riffcft midj Don ber SSergloeiflung tog, 610 

®ie ntir bie ©inne fd;ou gerftoren tooKtc. 

Sid; ! bie ©rfd;einung roar fo riefengrojf, 

®afj idj mid; rcd;t al§ $roerg entpfiitbeii foHte. 

3d;, ©bcitbilb ber ©ottpcit, bag fid; fcpon 

©M13 not; gcbiinft bent ©piegcl etu’ger Sal;rl;eit, 615 

©ein felbft genoff, iut .fjimmelggtans unb ®tarl;eit, 

Unb abgeftreift ben ©rbeitfopn ; 

Qdj, mepr al§ ©peru6, beffeit freie Sraft 
@d;oit bnrd; bie Slbern ber Statur 311 fliegeit, 

Unb, fdjaffeitb, ©otterlebcn 311 gcnieffen 620 

©id; apnunggooK Dermaf), roie muff icp’g t>iijjeu! 

©in ®oitncrroort I;at mid; piniueggcrafft. 

9 lid;t barf id; bir 311 gleicpen mid; bernteffen. 

§ab’ id; bie Sraft bid; angusiepn Befeffen, 

©0 I;att’ id; bid) 3U patten feine Sraft. 625 

3 n jenent fcl’gen Stugeublidc 
Qcp fiifjlte tuicp fo fleiit, fo grofj ; 

®n ftiefjcft granfam micp sitriide, 

3it§ ungeroiffe SKenfcpentoog. 

SBer tepret micp ? toag foil id; meiben ? 630 

©oil id; get;ord;en jenem ®rang? 

Sid; I nnfre ®paten felbft, fo gut alg unfre Seibcit, 

©ie t;emmen unfreg Sebetig ©ang. 

®ent fjierrlicpften, Umg micp ber ©eift empfangen, 

®rcingt intmer fremb unb frember ©toff ficp ait ; 635 
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Dare such a human voice sound here, where the Spirit’s 
fulness surrounded me 1 Yet ah, this once I thank 
thee, poorest of all the sons of earth ! Thou didst 
snatch mo away from the despair which was already on 
the point of destroying my senses. Ah, the vision was 
so gigantic that I could not but feel like a dwarf ! 


I, image of the Deity, who had fancied myself already 
quite near to tho mirror of eternal truth, — enjoyed 
myself in heaven’s lustre and clearness, with tho earth- 
ling stripped off ; — I, more than cherub, whoso free 
strength already dared, in forecast, to flow through the 
veins of nature, and, in creating, to enjoy tho life of tho 
gods — how must I expiate it ! One thunder-word has 
swopt mo away. 


I dare not presumo to bo like tlioo ! If I havo possessed 
tho power to draw thee to me, I had no power to hold 
thee. In that blessed moment, I felt so little, so great ; 
thou cruelly didst thrust mo back on man’s uncertain 
lot. Who will teach me 1 What am I to shun 1 Must 
|t)l obey that impulse 1 Alas! our vory actions, as well 
as our sufferings, obstruct tho course of our life. 


Alien, and more alien, matter still thrusts itself on what- 
ever of noblest the spirit has conceived. AVhen we 
l) 
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636-664 


SBettit loir 311m ©uteit biefer SGSelt gelangett, 

®aittt Ijeifjt bag SBeffre Krug mtb SSatjii. 

®ie nttg bag Sebeit gaben, fjerrtid)e @efiit)te 
©rftarren in bent irbifdjett ©eiuiiljle. 

SBettn fgfjaittafie fic§ fottft ntit fiiijnem glng 640 

Unb Ijoffttmiggoott 3ttnt Grttrigen erhteitert, 

@0 ift citt fleiner fJtanm itjr mm geitug, 

SScmt ©liicf onf ©tikf ini 3 eitcitfirubcl fcf;eitcrt. 

®ie ©orge niftet gfeidj iin tiefen §erjen, 

®ort tuirfet fie geljeinte ©djmerjen, 645 

Utmtljig luiegt fie fid) mtb ftiiret Sitft mtb 9 tuf)’ ; 

©ie bcdt fid) ftetg ntit itencit SJtagfeit 311, 

@ie ntng ate §atte itnb ©of, ate fflkib uitb Sittb crfdjeinen, 
Site genet - , SBaffer, ®otd) unb ©ift ; 

®u fiebft not* attetit, ittag nid)t trifft, 650 

Hub mag bn nie tiertierft, bag ntn&t bn ftete betoeinen. 

®ett ©Bttern gteidj’ id) nid)t ! 3“ ttef ift eg gefiif)It ; 

®ent SBnrme gleid)' idj, bet ben ©tanb burdjmiiljtt, 

®ett, tnie et fic§ int ©tauBe ncifjrettb leBt, 

®eg SBattb’rerg ®ritt Dernidftet mtb begriibt. 655 

3 ft c§ nid)t ©taub, Ittag biefc Ijolje SBattb, 

Slug Ijnnbert gad)ern, ntir Bereitget, 

®cr ®ritbct, bet, ntit taitfenbfadjem ®attb, 

3 n biefer SKottentuelt tttic§ brangct ? 

©ier fott id) fittbett, ittag ntir fetjlt? 660 

Soil id) uielleidjt in tnnfettb SBiidfcrn lefett, 

®afj itberaCC bie SD?enfcI)ett fid) gequcilt, 

®afj I)ie mtb ba eitt ©liicflid)er geluefen ? — 

28 ag grinfcft bn ntir, Ijoljler ©djdbet, ijer ? 
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have attained to the Good of this world, then the Better 
is called deception and illusion. The glorious feelings 
which gave us life grow torpid in the earthly turmoil. 


Though fancy, with bold flight, and full of hope, dilates 
at an earlier time to the Infinite, yet now a little space 
is enough for her, when venture upon venture goes to 
wreck in the whirlpool of time. Care nestles straight- 
way in the deep heart ; there she produces secret griefs, 
rocks herself restlessly, and disturbs happiness and rest. 
She is constantly covoring herself up with new dis- 
guises ; she may appear as house and homestead, as wife 
and child; as fire, water, dagger, and poison. Thou 
tremblest at all that does not befall thee ; and that which 
thou nover losest, thou must continually lament ! 


I am not like the gods ! Too deeply is it felt ; I am like 
the worm which burrows through the dust, which, as it 
lives feeding in the dust, the wanderer’s tread destroys 
and buries. 


Is it not dust, that which, from a hundred compartments, 
contracts for mo this lofty wall 1 the rubbish which 
crowds me with thousandfold trash in this world of 
moths 1 Shall I find here what I want 1 Shall I read 
perchance in a thousand books that everywhere men 
have grieved; that here and there has been a happy 
one 1 — Why grinnest thou down on me, hollow skull, 
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S«*uft 


665-693 


Site bag beiit fjirtt, line nteitteS, einft bertoirret, 665 

®ett leid)teit ®ag gefudjt unb in ber ®amm'rung fdjmer, 
SJlit Sitft ttad) SBaljrljeit, jcintmerlid) geirrct I 
3l)r Qnftnuneute freilid) fpottct mein, 

3 )lit Slab uitb SMmntcn, Sals’ unb 93 iigcl. 

3d) ftaitb am ®l)or, ifjr folltct ©dflitffel fet)!t ; 670 

Stoar euer Sort ift frauS, bod) l)ebt djr itid)t bie Sliegel. 
©cfjeimnifjDolI ant lidjten ®ag, 

Scifit fid) Slatitr be§ @d)teier§ nid)t beraubett, 

Unb toag fie beincrn ©eift nid)t offenbareit ntag, 

®ag jiuingft bu il)r itid)t ab nut §ebcltt unb ntit ©djraubett. 
®u alt ©ercitlje, bag id) nid)t gebraudjt, 676 

®u ftelfft uur Ijier, tueil bid) mein Sater braudjte. 

®n altc SloKc, bu tuii'ft angeraudft, 

@0 lattg an biefettt if 5 utt bie triibe Satttfte fd)maudjtc. 

SBeit bcffcr l)iitt’ id) bod) ntein SDScnigeS tterfn-afjt, 680 
Site, ntit bent SBcttigcn belaftet, Ijier 511 fdjtuifcett ! 

Sag bu crerbt Doit beittett SGaterit t)aft, 

Gcrtoirb eg, urn eg 511 befijjett. 

SBag man nidjt niijjt, ift cittc fd)ltiei - e Saft ; 

Slur mag ber Slugeublitf erfd)afft, ba§ faun er uiitjeu. 685 

®od) toarunt Ijeftet fid) mein Slid attf jette ©telle? 

3ft jeneS gtcifdjdjen bort ben Slugctt eitt iOiagnet ? 

SBarittit loirb mir attf eittmal lieblid) fjellc, 

Site tueuii ittt uadjt’gen SBalb tttte iDloubeitglaus uiutoel)t ? 

3cfj griifie bid), bu ctujigc P)iole, 690 

®ie id) ntit Slitbadjt ttutt fjeruuterljolc ! 

3'n bir ticreljr’ id) 3 )lettfd)enloi| uttb Shiuft. 

®u Subegriff ber I)olbett ©djtummerfafte, 
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but that thy brain, once bewildered like mine, sought 
the buoyant day, and, in the heavy twilight, with zeal 
for truth, did lamentably orr 1 Ye instruments aro 
surely mocking me with wheel and cogs, cylinder and 
handle. I stood at the gate ; ye were to be the key : 
true, your wards are intricate, but ye raise not the 
bolts. Mysterious in broad day, Nature does not let 
herself bo robbed of her veil ; and what sho does not 
choose to reveal to thy spirit, thou wilt not wrest from 
her with levers and with screws. Ye ancient tools, 
which I have not used, ye only stand here because my 
father used you. Thou, ancient scroll, thou hast been 
growing besmoked since tho dim lamp first smouldered 
by this desk. Much better, surely, had I squandered 
my little than, burdened with the little, to be sweating 
here. What thou hast inherited from thy sires, earn 
it, in order to possess it ! What one does not use is 
a heavy burden ; only that which the moment creates 
can it use. 


But why does my glanco fix itself on that place 1 Is that 
phial there a magnet to the eyes 1 AVhy, of a sudden, 
grows all delightfully bright to mo, as when moonlight 
gleams around us in the nocturnal wood 1 


I hail thee, thou unique phial, which I now take down 
with devotion ! In thee, I honour tho wit and art of 
man. Thou essence of kind slumber-juices, thou extract 
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Stuff 


694-722 


®it StuSjug alter tobtlidE) feincn JSriifte, 

©rmeije beiitem SRcifter beitte ©nnft ! 695 

3d) fetje bid), e3 toirb ber SdjmcQ getiubert, 

Qd) faffc bid), ba§ ©trcben inirb gentinbert, 

Sc§ ©eifte§ gtutljftrom cbbet ttad) unb ttad). 

3n3 Ijofye SDtecr toerb’ idj fyinattSgemiefen, 

®ie ©piegelftutt) ergtanjt ju meinen giifjeit, 7°° 

3it tieitcn Ufern lodt eiit neuer ®ng. 

©in geiterloagcn fdjmebt auf leidjteit ©djloiitgen 
2ln ntid) fjercm 1 Qd) fiifjte mid) bereit, 

9Iuf neuer 33af)n ben 2tetl)er 511 bttrdjbringen, 

3u iteneit ©ppren rciiter ®fjatigteit. 705 

®ic§ tjotjc Seben, biefe ©ottertoonne ! 

®n, crft nod) SBurni, mtb bie Dcrbieiteft bu ? 

3a, fetjre ttur ber Ijotben ©rbenfottite 
@ntfcf)toffen beineit SRiiden 311 ! 

SBernteffe bid), bie ^forfeit aufjureifien, 710 

S3 or beneit jeber gent boritberfdjleidjt 1 
$ier ift cS 3cit, burd) ®()aten 311 beiueifcn, 

®ajj SDianneSWiirbe nid^t ber ©otterljblje joeid^t, 

SBor jener bmtteln §oljtc itidjt 311 bebeit, 

3n ber fid) Sppittafic 311 eigncr Onal Ocrbammt, 715 

■tftadj jenent ®urd)gang fjinsuftreben, 

Um beffett engett SDtuub bie gansc §iitte ftammt ; 

3u biefem Sdjritt fidj Reiter 311 entfcfjtiefjen, 

Unb limr’ c3 nrit ©efafjr, in§ SJiidjtd baljiit 311 fticfsen. 

Shut tomtit fjerab, trpftattne reiite Sdjatc, 720 

Senior nu§ beitteitt atten gutterate, 

Slit bie id) uieie 3«i)re nidjt gebad)t I 
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of all deadly-subtle forces, show thy favour to thy 
master ! I see thee — the pain is soothed ; I grasp thee 
• — the struggle is lessened; the flood-tide of the spirit 
ebbs little by little ; I am beckoned out to the main sea ; 
the glassy flood glitters at my feet ; a new day allures 
to new shores. 


A chariot of fire floats on light pinions towards me ! I 
feel ready to penetrate the ether, on a new track, to new 
spheres of pure activity. This lofty life, this god-like 
joy — thou, but now a worm, dost thou deserve them 1 
Ay, only turn thy back resolutely on earth’s kindly sun ! 
Dare to tear open the gates which every one is fain to 
slinlc by ! Now is the time to show by deeds that 
man’s dignity yields not to the sublimity of the gods ; 
to tremble not before that dark pit in which phantasy 
damns itself to its own torment; to press right on to 
that entrance round whoso narrow mouth all hell is 
flaming; to resolve serenely on this step, even were it 
at the peril of flying that way into nothingness. 


Now come down, pure crystal goblet, on which I have not 
thought for many years, forth from thine old case ! 
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Souf i 


723-748 


Sit gtaitgteft bei ber SBa ter greubenfefte, 

©rfieitcrtcft bie cntfteit ©aftc, 

SBettn enter bid) bent anbern gugebradjt. 725 

®er bielett SSttber fiiufttidj rctcfte SJSradjt, 

®e§ ®rtnfer§ ipftidjt, fic reinttucig 511 erftaveit, 

Sluf eincit Sug bie §iif)tung auSjuteeren, 

CSrinitert mid) an ntaitd)e 3ugeitbnad)t; 

3d) tuerbe jcjjt bid) feincnt 9tadjbar reidjett, 730 

3d) loerbc nteincn 2Bif) an bcitter Shtnft nid)t getgen ; 
tpier ift eitt ©aft, ber eitig trunfen ntadjt. 

SJtit brnuner Stuff) erfiittt er beittc $ot)te. 

®ett id) bereitet, ben id) ludfjte, 

®er tcijte ®runf fet) nun, mit gnitjer ©eete, 735 

Site fefttidj Ijofjer ©rttf), bent 9Jforgett jugebradjt I 

(®i‘ fcfot bie <Scty«(e an ben Qflunb.) 

©torfenftang unb G&orgefang. 

Gt)OV bet (Sttgcl. 

Gfjrift ift erftanbeit I 
Svettbc bent ©terbtidjeit, 

®ett bie t>erber6tidjett, 

@d)teid)euben, cvblidjett 740 

SJtcinget umlnanben. 

grit u ft. SSSetd) tiefeS ©untnten, iuetd) eitt fetter ®oit 
giefjt mit ©etuatt ba§ @Ia§ uott nteinent SJhutbe ? 
SBerfitnbiget if)r bumpfeu ©toden fd)mt 
®eS DfterfefteS erfte Scierftmtbc ? 745 

3t)v ©f)iire, fiitgt if)i' fd)on ben triifttidjeu ©efattg, 

®er ciitft urn ©rabeSuadjt bolt ©ngctblippen Hang, 
©elnipeit eittent iteuett 53unbe ? 
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Thou didst glitter at the feasts of my sires, didst 
gladden the grave guests, when one had passed thee 
to the other. The artistically rich splendour of many 
figures, tho drinker’s duty to explain them in rhyme, — 
to drain tho cavity at a draught, — remind mo of many a 
night of my youth. I shall not now reach thee to a 
neighbour; I shall not display my wit on thine art. 
Here is a juice which quickly intoxicates. It fills thy 
cavity with a brown flood. Bo tho last draught which 
I have prepared, which I choose, quaffed now, with full 
soul, as a festally high greeting to the morn ! 

{lie puts the goblet to his mouth . ) 


Peal of hells and choral songs. 

Chorus of Angels. 

‘ Christ is risen ! Joy to the mortal, whom tho corrupting, 
creeping, hereditary defects enveloped ! ’ 


Faust. What deep humming, what clear strain, draws the 
glass by force from my mouth 1 Do ye, hollow- 
sounding bells, proclaim already the first festal hour 
of Easter ? Ye choirs, do ye already sing the com- 
forting song which once, round tho sepulchre’s night, 
sounded from angel-lips ; assurance of a new covenant 1 
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749-776 


<Sl)or Set SKJciScr. 

SKit ©pejereiett 
fatten loir ijjtt ge^ftegt, 

2Bir fethe ®reueit 
fatten t£)rt Ijittgelegt ; 

Sitter imb 93iubcn 
Sieittlid) umioanben loir, 

9Mj ! itnb loir finbeit 
(Sfjrift nid)t mcljr ljicr. 

(Sljor ber Gitflcl. 

©Ijrift ift crftaubeit I 
©dig ber Siebenbe, 

®er bie betriibenbe, 

$eilfant’ 1111 b xiBenbe 76 ° 

Spriifmtg beftanbeit. 

S-ouft. 3Ba§ fiicfjt ifjr, mac^tig nttb gettnb, 

$E)r tpimmefetone, nttef) ant ©tanbe ? 

Slingt bort undjer, luo lucidje SKenfdjen finb. 

®ie SSotfdjaft f)5r’ id) tool)!, atCcin mir feljlt ber ©lattbe ; 765 
®a§ SBunber ift bcS ©tanbcitS licbftcS Sittb. 

Sit jeiteu ©ftpren mag’ idj nidit 511 ftreben, 

2Bo£)cr bie Ijolbe 9iacf)rid)t tbnt; 

Uttb bod;, an biefett Slang Don Sngettb auf geinijfjnt, 

9tuft er and) jefct guriidE tnid) in bag Sebett. 77° 

©onft ftiirste fid) ber §intmd8liebe Snfj 
9tuf niic§ I)erab in entfter ©abbattjftiHe ; 

®a Hang fo at)mmg§Uott be§ ©todentoneg giitte, 
itnb eitt ©ebet luar briinftiger ©enufj ; 

©in mtbegreiftid) t)oibe§ ©eljnett 
®rieb ntic§, burefi SBalb uttb SBiefeit Ijinjugeljn, 
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Chorus of Women. 

‘ With spices had wo ministered to Him ; we, His faithful 
ones, had laid Him down. We swathed clothes and 
hands cleanlily round. Ah ! and we find Christ no 
more here ! ’ 


Chorus of Angels. 

‘ Christ is risen ! Happy the Loving One, who has stood 
the afflicting, wholesome, and testing trial ! ’ 


Faust. Why, ye heavenly tones, mighty and mild, seek 
ye me in the dust 1 King around where there are 
tender men ! I hear the message, indeed, but I lack 
faith ; miracle is tho dearest child of faith. I dare not 
aspire to those spheres from whence tho gracious tidings 
sound ; and yet, accustomed from youth upwards to this 
peal, it even now calls me back to life. In other days, 
the lass of heavenly love descended upon me in the 
solemn stillness of the sabbath ; then the fulness of the 
bell-tone pealed so presagefully, and a prayer was fer- 
vent enjoyment. A longing, inconceivably sweet, drove 
me to go forth through wood and meadows ; and I felt, 
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777-803 


Unb untcr taufettb pifjen Spciitcn 
gul)lt’ icfj nttr eitte 2Mt entftep. 

®ie§ 2ieb berliinbete bet gugettb tnuntre ©piele, 

Set griipnggfcier frcieS ®Iiid ; 780 

©rinnrung pit midj nun, mit {inbticpm ®eful)lc, 

SBom lenten, ernften ©djritt guritcf. 

O tonet fort, ip fiifien $imntefelieber ! 

®ie ®paite quint, bie Srbe I) at ntid) toieber ! 


(Styor bcr ^ihtgcr. 

§at bet S3egrnbene 785 

©cpit fidj uadj oben, 

Scbcnb ®tt)abenc, 
fperrlid) crljobcn ; 

3ft cr in SEBerbetuft 

©cpffcnbet greube italj ; 790 

9(d) ! an ber Srbe 93ruft, 

©inb toit gum Seibc ba. 

Siefj er bie ©eineit 
©dfmadjtcnb un» I)icr juriid, 

9Id) ! tnir beiueineu, 79 s 

SOteifter, beiit ®Iiicf I 


©qor bcr ©itflel. 

Spiff ift ctftanbeit 

2Iu§ bet SBertoefung ©djoofi ! 

SJicifjet non SBanben 

greubig end) (o§ I 800 

®ptig il;n preifenben, 

Siebe betueifenben, 

SSrilberlid) fpeifeitbeit, 
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amidst a thousand hot tears, a world arise for me. This 
strain harbingered the gay sports of youth, the spring- 
festival’s free happiness. Memory now holds me back, 
with childlike feeling, from the last grave step. Oh 
sound on, ye sweet, heavenly strains ! The tear flows, 
the earth has me again ! 


Chorus of Disciples. 

‘ Whilst the Buried One — sublime in His life, has already 
raised Himself gloriously on high — whilst, in the bliss of 
becoming, He is already nigh to creative joy — ah, we 
are still, for suffering, here ! He left us, His own, 
behind, languishing here ! Ah, we bewail, Master, Thy 
happiness ! ’ 


Chorus of Angels. 

‘Christ is risen out of the lap of corruption! Joyfully 
tear yourself free from bonds ! To you, praising Him 
by active work, manifesting love, faring like brethren, 
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804-825 


5|5rebigenb reifenben, 

SBonne Berlfeijienbeit, 805 

Sud) ift ber DJieifter uof), 

Sud) ift et bn I 


!3or bem £f;or. 

€pn)iergiiiioer Cif[(c Slit jicljcn tiitMUS. 

©iitifle ipntiblucrlbbiirfific. SBatlUlt bcitlt bott IjiltOUg ? 
atiibrc. 2Bir gef)it fjiiiaug aufg 3>agcrf)aug. 

$ic ©vftcn. SOSir abet luotfen itad) ber SJtufjtc tBonberu. 8 IO 
(Sin .■£> mi biu cvf b(in r|rf)c. gd) rati)’ cudj, itad) bem 2BaffcrI)of 
ju gefjtt. 

tttueitcv. ®er SGBeg baf)iu ift gar itidit fd)oit. 

(Die atucitcn. SBag tfjuft beitn bu? 

©in (Drifter. gd) gefjc mit ben aitbent. 

(Uicrtcr. 9tad) SBurgborf fommt tjerauf I Scluifs bort fiubet 
tffr 

®ie fd)onfteu 9}iabdjeit unb bag bcftc S3ier, 815 

Uub §anbcf Doit ber erfteu ©orte. 

3 ii uftcr. ®u iiberfuftiger ©cfcK, 

Qudt bid) 511m brittcumai bag Sett ? 

3d) mag nidjt §in, mir grout eg Bor bem Drte. 819 

S' i c 11 ft m ii b rfj c 11 . 9tein, ueiit! id) gef)e itad) ber ©tabt juriid. 
stub re. 2Bir finben if) it geioifi 6ei jeiten ipapfiefti ftefjeu. 
ffirftc. ®ag ift fiir mid) feiu grofjeg ©tiid; 

Sr luirb au beiuer ©cite getjeit, 

SOlit bir itur taujt er auf bem $Ian. 

SBag gefjtt mid) beine greuben au I 825 
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preaching as ye travel, promising bliss, the Master is 
nigh ! to you He is here ! ’ 


Before the Gate. 

Promenaders of all kinds pass out. 

Some Journeymen. Why, then, that way 1 

Others. We are going up to the Jiigerhaus. 

The Former. But we are going to the mill. 

A Journeyman. I advise you to go to the Wasserhof. 

A Second. The way to it is not at all ple'asant. 

The Others. What will you do then 1 

A Third. I am going with the others. 

A Fourth. Come up to Burgdorf ; there you will certainly 
find tho prettiest girls, and the best beer, and rows of 
a prime sort. 

A Fifth. You wild fellow, is your skin itching for tho 
third time 1 I don’t liko going thore ; I have a horror 
of the place. 

Servant-Giru. No, no ! I shall go back to the town. 

Another. We shall certainly find him standing by those 
poplars. 

The First. That is no great luck for me. He will walk 
by your side ; with you alone, he dances on the green. 
How do your pleasures concern mo 1 
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826-855 


aiubtc. §eut ift er fidjer nicfjt nttein ; 

®er SrauSfopf, fagt’ er, mitrbe Bei fetju. 

Stfjiiicv. SBtijj ! trie bte modern Sirtten fctjreiten ! 

§err Srttber, lontnt ! loir tniiffen fie Begleiten. 

Sin ftarfeS S 3 ier, ein beijenber ®obad, 830 

Unb eine SJtagb int if 5 u^, ba§ ift nun mein ©efd;ntad. 
«u«gecma»4en. ®a fiet) ntir nur bie fdjjiSnett Shtabctt ! 

S§ ift lual;rljaftig cine ©d;mad; ; 

©efetlfcfiaft fonnten fie bie atterBefte ^nBeit, 

Unb laufett biefctt SEUagben ttadj ! 835 

.gtucitcv SiijUice (jimt erftcn). 3 tid;t fo gefcf)tuiub ! bort fjinteu 

foinnten jiuci, 

©ie finb gar nieblict) attgejogen, 

’§ ift meine Stad;bariit babci ; 

8dj bin bent SJtabdfjen fe§r gctuogen. 

©ic gcfjett il;ren ftitten ©djritt, 840 

Unb nefiiuen uit§ bod; audtj ant Snbc mit. 

(Svftcv. £icrr SBruber, neitt ! id; bin nid;t gent geuirt. 
®efd;miitb I baf; loir ba§ SCSitbfjret itidjt uertieren. 

®ie £>attb, bie @am 3 tag§ ii;rcit S 3 efen fiifjrt, 

SCSirb ©oitntagS bid; am bcftcit careffirett. 845 

at Hr act. Stein, er gefiiUt ntir itid;t, ber iteue SBurgemeifter I 
Stun, ba er ’3 ift, mirb er ttur tagtid; breifter. 

Unb fi'ir bie ©tabt JoaS t(;ut bentt er ? 

SDSirb c 3 uid;t afCe ®age fd;timmer? 

@ei;ord;en foil matt ittc(;r ats iintner, 850 

Unb 3of»Iett ntet;r at§ fe Uortjer. 

»cttter (fingt). Qt;r guteu §errn, it;r fdjoneit grauett, 

©0 moI;(gef)it^t unb badenrott;, 

83 elieb’ e§ end;, mid; atyitfd;auett, 

Uitb fetjt nub milbert metite Stotl; ! 
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ANOTHER. To-day, he is sure not to bo alono ; the curly- 
head, he said, would he with him. 

Student. Zounds, how the gallant lasses step out ! Come, 
brother, we must attend them. Strong beer, stinging 
tobacco, and a servant-girl in full trim, — that now is my 
taste. 

Burgher’s Daughter. Now, do but look at the fine lads ! 
It is really a shame ; they might have the very best of 
company, and are running after those servant-girls. 

Second Student (to the first). Not so fast ! Two are 
coming behind there ; they are cpiito nicely dressed. One 
of them is my neighbour ; I am much attracted to the 
girl. They arc walking in their quiet way, and yet 
will take us with them in the end. 

The First. No, brother ! I do not like being under 
restraint. Quick ! lost wo lose the gamo. The hand 
which on Saturday plies its broom will fondlo you best 
on Sunday. 

Burgher. No, ho docs not please me, tho now Burgo- 
master. Now that ho has become so, he grows daily 
more audacious. And then, what is ho doing for tho 
town 1 Are not things growing worse every day 1 One 
must obey more than ever, and pay more than in any 
time before. 

Beggar (sings). ‘ Ye good gentlemen, ye lovely ladios, so 
trimly dressed and rosy cheeked, be ploased to look 
upon mo, and see and relievo my need ! Let me not 
E 
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2 n|t Ijier mid; uidjt Oergebette Icierit I 
Slur ber ift frot;, ber geben mag. 

Sin Sag, ben aHe SDtenfdjen feiern, 

Sr fet; fiir mid) eiit Snttetag. 

atnbcrc* sBiivncv. Stilts 93 effer§ tueijj id; mir ait ©onn> unb 
geiertageit, 860 

Site ciit ©effirad; Don Jtricg nub Sfrieg§gefd;rei, 

2 Bemt Ijinten, tueit, in ber Siirlei, 

®ie SSOIfer auf eiitaitber fd;lagcit. 

SDlntt ftcl;t am genfter, triuft feiit ©KiMjcit aite 

Unb fief;t ben glufi Ijinab bie Bnnten @d;iffc gteiten ; 865 

®ann M;rt man Stbenbg frof) nac§ §au§, 

Unb fcgitet gricb’ nitb gricben33citcu. 

$rtttcv iBiirncr. $err Stadjbar, ja I fo taff’ id ;’3 and; 
gcfd;el;n : 

©ic miigen fic§ bie Sfityfc flatten, 

■ffllag altc§ bitrd; eiitanber gel;it ( 870 

®od; nur 311 §aufe bleibte beint Sttten. 
ante (jn ben SSurgevimM;en). Si! tuie gcfmfjt! bag fd;i)itc 
jnnge Slut ! 

SSBer foil fid; nid;t in cud; bergaffen ? — 

Slur uid;t fo ftol3 ! eg ift fd;on gut ! 

Unb mag il;r miinfdjt, bag miif5t’ id; mot;t 311 fdmffeit. 07s 
s8«Kactiiiiib<ticn. Slgatlje, fort ! id; ncl;mc mid; in 9 ld;t, 

9 Jtit fold;ett §cj;cn Bffentlid; 311 geljeu ; 

©ie lief; mid; jtoar in ©anct Slitbreag’ 9 tad)t 
®en tiinft’gen Siebften Iciblid^ fef;eu. 

atubrc. ajlir jeigte fie if;it im Srtjftafl, 880 

(^olbatenI;aft, mit metjreren SBertoeguen ; 

3d; fcl;’ mid; urn, id; fud; 1 ifftt iiberatl, 

Slttciit mir tuiU cr uid;t bcgegneit. 
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go on grinding here in vain ! lie only is happy who 
likes to give. A day which all men are keeping as a 
holiday, be it for me a harvest day ! ’ 

Another Burgher. For mo, I know nothing bettor on 
Sundays and holidays than a chat of war and war’s 
alarms ; when behind, far away, in Turkoy, people are 
belabouring one another. One stands at the window, 
empties one’s glass, and sees the gay-coloured ships glide 
down tho river; then, in the ovening, one returns 
cheerfully homo, and blesses peace and times of peace. 


Third Burgher. Ay, neighbour, I, too, have no objection 
to that ; they may split ono another’s heads ; everything 
may go helter-skelter ; only let things go on at homo in 
tho old way. 

Old Woman (to the Burghers' Daughters'). Heyday ! how 
smart ! tho protty young creatures ! Who would not 
bo smitten with you 1 Only not so proud ! It is all 
very well ; and what you wish, I could perhaps procure. 

Burgher’s Daughter. Como along, Agatha ! I tako care 
not to walk publicly with such witches ; true, on St. 
Andrew’s eve, she showed me my futuro sweetheart 
bodily. 

The Other. She showed me mine in tho crystal, soldier- 
like, with other bold follows ; I look around, I seok him 
everywhere, but he will not meet me. 
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Sotbn ten. 

SBurgen mit tjoljen 

SDJancrn unb Siititen, 

885 


HJJiibdjeu mit ftoljen, 
§of)itenbeu ©inneit 

2Jtod)t’ id) gelnintten ! 

®ul)u iff bn§ SCRiitjeit, 
$eretid; bee £ot)n ! 

890 


Unb bie ®romf)ete 

Stiffen luiv lucrbcit, 

2Bic 3 it bee greubc, 

©0 gum SScrberbcu. 

®a 3 ift eiit ©tiiemeu ! 

®n§ ift ein Seficit ! 

®95 


attabdjen unb SBurgen 

SMffen fid) gcbeit. 

Sfilfin ift bass SUtiiljen, 
§eertid) bee Solju 1 

Unb bie ©otbateu 

Sietjen betuou. 

900 


Snuft unto aOnoncv. 

Bn lift. S 8 om (Sifc befrcit filth ©trom unb 23cid)c 
®urdj be§ griiljtingS Ijotben, Mebenbeu 93iid; 

Qiit ®[jale griiitet ©offitungSgliicf ; 9 “s 

®er atte SKinter, in feiiter ©djtnadjc, 

3 og ficO in raulje SBerge juriicf. 

SSon bortljer fenbet er, fliefjenb, nnr 
Ofjnmadjtige ©dinner fflrnigen GsifeS 
gn ©treifen ilbee bie griiitenbe glue. 910 

?fi>er bie ©ontte buibet fein SBeifjeS ; 

Ucberatt regt fic^ Alibiing mtb ©trebeit, 
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Soldiers (sing). ‘ Castles with high walls and battlements, 
maidens with proud, scornful thoughts, fain would I 
win ! Bold is the endeavour, glorious the reward ! 


‘ And we let the trumpet engage us, as to joy so to de- 
struction. That is a storming ! That is a lifo ! 
Maidons and castles must surrender. Bold is the endea- 
vour, glorious the reward ! And the soldiers march 
away ! ’ 


Faust and Wagner. 

Faust. Stream and brooks are freed from ice by the 
kindly, quickening glance of Spring; the joy of hope 
grows verdant in the valley; old Winter, in his weakness, 
has retreated to the bleak mountains. From thence he 
sends, as he flies, only impotent showers of granulous 
ico in stripes over the green-growing plain. But the Sun 
endures no white ; formation and oft'ort arc everywhere 
stirring. He is bent upon enlivening everything with 
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Stiles luitt fief) litit garbeu BetcDeu ; 

Sod) an Stuinett feljtt’S int Sebier, 

©ie nimmt gcfnt|te SOienfdjett bafiir. 955 

Scfjre btef) unt, bon biefeit §6t)cn 
9tact; ber ©tabt juriicf jit fefjeit. 

2IuS bent tjotjten, finftent Sljor 
Sringt ein buttteS ©eiuintmet Ijerbor. 

Sober fount fid) Ijeute fo gern ; 920 

©ic feiertt btc atnfcrftcl)nng beS fperru : 

Senn fie fittb fetber aufcrftanben, 

atuS ttiebriger §aufer buntpfen ©etuddjeru, 

SIuS gattbrnerfs* ttttb ©eloerBeSBauben, 

atns bent Srud bott ©icBetit nnb Siidjcrn, 925 

StuS ber ©irafjett qnetfdjenber Gettge, 

3tuS ber SHrd)eit eljrtoiirbiger ■Dindjt 
©ittb fie atle attS 8id)t gebracljt. 

Siet) ttnr, fid) ! tuic 6et)enb fid) bie 3Jtcuge 

Surd) bie ©firten uttb getber jerfdjtcigt, 93° 

SBie ber gittfj, in SBreit' unb Stingo, 

©0 ntaudjeu tuftigen Stamen Betoegt ; 

Unb, BiS sum ©ittlcn uBcrtnbeu, 

©ntferut fid) biefer tejjte Sfnfjn. 

©etBft bon beS Serges fernett ipfabcit 93s 

Stinfen uttS farbige Steiber an. 

3d) tjiirc }d)ott beS SorfS ©etiimmet ; 
fjier ift beS SotfcS toafjrer Jfjimmct, 

Qufriebcn jauc§ 3 et ©rojj unb Stein : 

5ier bin id) SDtenfd), t)ier barf idi’S fegit. 94° 

acaance. SJiit end), $err Sottor, ju fpajicreu 
3ft etjrenbott unb ift ©eloimt ; 

Sod) loiirb' id) uid)t altein mid) t)er bertieren, 
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colours. The landscape, however, lacks flowers; he 
takes gaily-dressed folk instead. Turn round to look 
back on the town from those heights ! Forth from the 
hollow, gloomy gate presses a motley crowd. Every one 
is so fain to sun himself to-day. They celebrate the 
rising of the Lord, for they themselves have risen ; — 
from the dank rooms of mean houses, from the bonds of 
labour and trade, from the compression of gables and 
roofs, from the crushing narrowness of streets, from the 
venerable gloom of churches, they aro all brought to the 
light. Only look ! — look how quickly the multitude is 
dispersing through the gardens and fields ; how the river, 
in its breadth and length, sets so many merry boats in 
motion; and how this last wherry, overladen to the point 
of sinking, is putting off ! Even from the distant paths 
of the mountain, coloured dresses glance brightly on us. 
I hear already the bustle of the village ! Here is the 
true heaven of the people ; great and small are huzzaing 
contentedly : here I am a man — here I may be one ! 


Wagner. To walk with you, Doctor, is honourable, and is 
an advantage ; but I would not lose myself here alone, 
because I am an enemy to all coarseness. The fiddling, 
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SBeit id; eiu geittb non aHem 3 ioljen bin. 

S08 giebetn, ©djreiett, Segetfd)iebeit 94s 

Sft ntir ctit gar Ucrtjajder Slang ; 

©ie tobeit, luie nom bofctt ©eift getriebeit, 

Unb nennett’g greube, nettncit’g ©efattg. 

^aucru (untcr bcr Sinbc). 

£aiij unb ©cfang. 

Scr ©d)afer 4>ii^tc fid) jum SEattj, 

SJlit Binder Qade, S 3 attb unb Sranj : 950 

©d)imtd mar er attgejogen. 

©d)ott um bie Sittbe luar eg nod, 

Unb adcg iaitjte fdjott luie tod. 

Qjuc^rje 1 Qttdjljc! 

3nd)I)cifa I §cifa 1 f?e I 955 

©0 giitg ber giebetbogcn. 

©r briidte tjaftig fid) ljerau, 

®a ftiefj er an eiit SKabdjen an 
Sdiit feinern ©dcubogcit. 

®ie frifdje ®irne letjrt’ fid) um 960 

Unb fagte : Shut, bag fittb' id) bunint I 
3ud)I)c! 3ud)()e! 

3ud)I)ci[a I §eifa ! .£>e I 
©et)b nid)t fo ungejogeit I 

®od) tjitrtig in bent Strife ging’g, 96s 

©ie tangten redjtg, fie tanjten linfg, 

Unb ade 9 iode flogcit. 

©ie nmrben rotf), fie nmrbeit inarm 
Unb rnf|ten atl)inciib Strut in Strut. 

8ud)fje I Sud)t)e 1 
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shouting, skittle-playing, are to mo a thoroughly detest- 
able sound. They rave as if driven by the evil spirit, 
and call it pleasure, call it song. 


Peasants under the Lime-Tree. 

Dance and Song. 

‘The shepherd decked himself out for the danco with 
party-coloured jacket, ribbon, and garland : smartly was 
ho dressed. Already it was full round the lime-tree, and 
all danced already like mad. Hurrah, hurrah ! Huzza, 
huzza ! So went the fiddle-stick. 


‘ Ho eagerly pressed near ; lie pushed there against a 
maiden with his elbow ; the buxom girl turned round 
and said: “Now, that I think stupid ! ” Hurrah, hurrah ! 
Huzza, huzza ! “ Don’t be so ill-bred ! ” 


‘ Yet sped it nimbly in the ring ; they danced to right, 
they danced to loft, and all the kirtles flew. They grew 
red, they grew warm, and rested panting arm-in-arm. 
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3ud)I;cifal |>eifa! $e! 

Uub 5itft’ an (SKcuBogctt. 

Hub tl;u’ inir bod; nid;t fo ocrtraut ! 

28 ie ntaudjcr Ijat nid;t feme S 3 raut 

Selogen uitb Betrogeit ! 97s 

©r fd;nicid;elte fie bod) Bet ©eit’, 

Uub Doit ber Siubc fd;otl c§ tueit : 

3itd;I;e! 3ttd;I;e! 

3ttd)I|eifnl $cifa! ,§c! 

©cfd^ret uitb giebelBogett. 980 

antcv '-it nuev. ,f?crr ®oftor, ba§ ift fd;iiu uott end;, 

®afj il)r tttt§ I;eutc itid;t berfd)inal;t, 

Uub unter biefeS S 8 oIf§gebrattg', 

Site cin fo §od)getal)rter, gel;t. 

©0 netfmet and; belt fd;oitfteu Sfrttg, 98s 

®ett lute iittt frifdjent ®runf gcfitHt. 

3 d) Briitg’ iljtt jtt uttb tt)iiufd;e laut, 

®aft er itid;t mtr belt ®urft eud; ftillt ; 

®ie 3 af)t ber ®rof)fett, bie er I;cgt, 

©et; euren ®agett jugelegt. 99° 

3 oh ft. 3 d) uet;me ben ©rquidungStvaitf, 

©rluiebr’ cud; alien §eit uitb ®attf. 

ftJolf fammelt ficty im itreis umf;cr. 

inter « mtcr. giirJuatjr I e§ ift fefjr luoI;(gctt;mt, 

®afj i(;r am frot;en ®ag erfd;ciut ; 

$abt il;r c§ Donnafe bod; ntit tuts 995 

9 (n Biifett ®agett gut gemeint I 
©ar mauler ftel;t lebeubig l)ier, 

®en etter SBatcr nod; julefet 
®er Ijeifjeit gieberluutl; cutrifi, 
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Hurrah, hurrah ! Huzza, huzza ! And elbow upon 
hip. 

‘ “ And don’t make so free with me ! How many a man 
has cajoled and deceived his betrothed ! ” Yet lie 
coaxed her asido ; and from the lime-tree sounded 
far Hurrah, hurrah ! Huzza, huzza ! shouting and fiddle- 
stick.’ 


Old Peasant. Doctor, it is handsome of you not to 
scorn us to-day, and, great scholar as you arc, to go 
among this crowd of people. Take, then, also the hand- 
somest jug, which we have filled with fresh drink. 1 
pledge you in it, and wish aloud that it may not only 
quench your thirst — may the number of drops which it 
holds bo added to your days ! 


Faust. I accept tlio refreshing draught ; I return to all 
of you health and thanks ! 

( The people gather round in a circle.) 


Old Peasant. Of a truth, it is very well done of you to 
appear on this happy day ; for in evil days, formerly, 
you have wished us well. Full many a one stands here 
alive whom your father snatched, even at the last, from 
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Site er ber ©etidjc 3 iel gcfctjt. 1000 

Stud) bantote if)r, eitt juitgcv SJlnitn, 
gljr gingt in jebc§ ®ranlettl;atte ; 

®nr maitd;e 2eid;e tntg man fort, 
gl;r aber fnmt gcfmtb l;crau§, 

SSeftanbct utand;e f;arte ^SroBcit ; 1003 

®cm fjelfer l;alf ber fielfcr brobeit. 
ante. ®c[uitbl;cit bent belnciljrtctt SJtaitn, 

®af; er nod; tange fjetfen fault 1 
Situ ft. S8or jettem broben ftcljt gebiidt, 

®er Ijelfen lel;rt mtb §iilfe fd;idt I 1010 

(6t gcf;t mit SBagncrn wetter. ) 

aon oner. SBctd; ciit ®cfiil;l outfit bn, 0 grofjcr SJinmt, 

S 3 ci ber S8crel;rmtg biefer SOleitgc Ijnbeit ! 

■D gtiidlid;, luer non feitten ®abcit 
©old; einen S 3 ortt;eil gietjeu fann ! 

®er SSater geigt bid; feinent Sfttaben, 1013 

(Sin jeber fragt uitb brangt unb eilt, 

®ie giebel ftodt, ber Saitjer lueitt. 

®it geljft, tit 9lcil;cn ftefjen fie, 

®te SJtiijjcn fliegett in bie fpul;’ ; 

Unb tuenig fel;lt, fo bcugten fid; bie Shiie, 1020 

Site Mitt’ ba§ SBcnerabiie. 

3 mi ft. Slur tuenig ©cfjritte nod) I;ittauf git jenettt ©tein ! 

§ier molicn mir bon uttfrer SDSaitbrttng rafteit. 

$ier fafj idj oft gebanfenUott aHein, 

Uttb qucilte mid; mit SBetett mtb mit gaften. 1023 

Sin $offituitg reid), int ©laubctt feft, 

SSlit ®i;rciiten, ©eufgen, fjciitberingen 
®ad;t’ id; ba 3 (Sitbe jeucr $eft 
Slont .fjerrit beS §intmete git ergtuiitgeu. 
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the hot fever’s rage, when ho sot bounds to the pesti- 
lence. You, too, at that time a young man, — you rvent 
into every sick house : full many a corpse was borne 
forth, but you came out sound, stood many hard trials : 
the Helper on high helped the helper. 


All. Health to the well-proved .man, that lie may long 
still bo .able to help ! 


Faust. Stand bowed before Him on high, who teaches 
how to help, and sends help ! 

( lie proceeds with Wag n e u . ) , 

Wagner. What a fooling, Oh great man, must you have 
at the veneration of this midtitude ! Oh, happy ho who 
can draw such an advantage from his gifts ! The father 
points you out to his boy ; every one questions, and 
presses, and hastens; tho fiddle stops, the dancer pauses. 
You pass — they stand in rows, the caps fly up, and they 
all but bend the knee, as if the Host were coming. 


Faust. Only a few steps further, up to that stone ! Here 
wo will rest from our walk. Here I often sat, thought- 
ful, alone, and tormented myself with prayer and with 
fasting. Rich in hopo, firm in faith, I thought to extort 
from the Lord of heaven, with toars, sighs, wringing of 
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®er STOenge 93 eifaH tout ntir turn luic §o[)it. 1030 

D tonnteft bit in meiitem Smtcrn lefett, 

SBic tucnig SBater uub ©ol;tt 
©old; eineS 9 tul;ine§ toertfj geltjefeu ! 

SUteiit SSnter tuar ciit buitfler ©Ijrcnntann, 

®er iiber bie Statur uttb ifire Ijett’gen Sbrcifc, 1035 

gn Sleblidjfeit, jcbod; auf feitte 2Beifc, 

SDtit griHcxtI;aftcr 9 Ml;c fault ; 

®cr, in ©cfclffd;aft Doit Slbefttcit, 

Sid; in bie fdjtoarjc Sfiidjc fdjlojj, 

Uub, nadj uitcnblid;ett Stecepten, 1040 

®a8 SBibrige sitfantmeitgoft. 

®a tuarb eiit rotifer Sen, ein fiifjitcr grcier, 

3iu laiteit S8ab bcr Cilie bcrm<iE;lt, 

Uub bcibe baitu, ntit offnem glamineiifener, 

Slit§ cittern S 3 rautgemad; in§ attbere gequiilt. 1045 

@rfd;ien barmtf mit bituteu garbett 
®ie juttgc Sottigitt int ®la§, 

.fjicr tuar bie Slrjettei, bie SJktienten ftarben, 

Uttb ttientattb fragte : tuer gettaS ? 

©0 Ijnben Utir, ntit f)8Hifd|en Satluergeit, 1050 

3 tt bicfen ®f;cilertt, biefett 83 ergen, 

SEBeit fcfjliimtter al§ bie i} 3 eft getobt. 

3d; Ijnbc felbft ben ©ift att ®mtfcttbe gcgcbett ; 

©ie tuclftcn l;itt, idj muff crlebett, 

®afi titan bie fretfiett SJiorber lobt. 1055 

as no net. SEBie fount if;r end; baruitt betriiben ! 

®ljut nidjt ein braber SCRantt genug, 

®ie Sfunft, bie titan il;nt iibertrug, 

©eloiffenfjaft uttb piiuftUd; auSjuiiben ? 

SEBettn bit, alS 3 iingling, beinen SSater et;rft, 
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hands, the end of that pestilence. The applause of the 
multitude now sounds to me like mockery. Oh, could 
you read in my inmost soul, how little worthy have 
father and son been of such a fame ! My father was an 
obscure, worthy man, who mused on Nature and her 
holy circles in honesty — after his fashion, however — 
with whimsical toil; who, in the company of adepts, 
shut himself up in the dark kitchen, and poured together 
contraries, after endless recipes. There was a red lion, 
a bold wooer, wedded in the tepid bath to the lily, and 
both were then tormented with open flame from one 
bride-chamber into another. If thereupon the young 
queen appeared with variegated colours in the glass — 
here was the medicine ; the patients died, and no one 
inquired who recovered. Thus have wo, with hellish 
electuaries, raged in these valleys, these mountains, far 
worse than the pestilence. I myself havo given the 
poison to thousands ; they pined away : I must livo to 
hoar people praiso the shameless murderers ! 


Wagner. How can you trouble yourself about it ! Does 
not a good man enough in practising conscientiously 
and accurately the art which was committed to him 1 If 
you, as a youth, honour your father, you will willingly 
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©0 toirft bn gent Doit itjnt entpfaitgeit ; 

SBcitit bit, ate SKaitn, bic SBiffcnfdjaft Bcrntcljrft, 

©0 !ann beiit ©ot)it 311 IjBtjernt 8iet gelaitgeit. 
g-nuft. D gtiidiiclj, ittcr nod) Ijoffcit taint, 

Situs bicfeitt SKeer be® QrrttjumS aufsutaudjen ! 1065 

2 BaS ntatt itidjt tneif), ba§ ebeit 6rand)tc matt, 
ttnb luaS matt loeifj, fattn ntatt itidjt braudjcit. 

®od) tafj tuts bicfcr ©timbc jtfjottcS ©nt 
®ut'd; fotd)cn SEriiOfimt itidjt ocrfiimmcrn ! 

S 3 etrad)te, )uie tit Stbeubfoitnegtiitij 1070 

®ie griinumgetmcn §iitten fdjintmern ! 

©ic riidt ttitb toeidjt, ber ®ag ift iibci'tebt, 

®ort citt fie f)iit imb forbcrt ltcucS Scbcit. 

0 bafi tcin gtiigct mid) Bom 83 obcit I)cbt, 

3ljr nadj ttnb intnter nad) 311 ftreben ! 1075 

3 dj fcilj’ iitt ctBigcn Slbeiibftraljl 
®ie ftittc Sfiktt 311 nteiiteit gtt^en, 

CSntjunbet atle |iiJtjn, 6erut)igt jcbeS ®t)at, 

®eit ©itbcrbad) iit golbne ©tronte ftiejieit. 

•Jtidjt tjemmtc bamt ben gottcrgtcidjcit Saitf 1080 

®er lBitbe 83 erg mit alien feineit ©djtndjteit ; 

©djoit tl)iit ba§ SOTeer fid) mit erluarmteit 33 nd)tcn 
SBor ben ctftaunten Stugen aitf. 

®odj fdjeiitt bie ©iittiit enblidj toegsttfinfen ; 

SlCCein ber nene ®rieb erluadjt, 1085 

3d) eite fort, itjr eln’geS Sidjt 3U trinfeti, 

SBor ntir ben ®ag mtb I)iitter mir bie Stadjt, 

®en fmttittel itber mir mtb mtter ntir bie SSMett. 

(Silt fd)iiiter ®raimt, iitbeffcit fie cnttoeid)t. 

Stef) ! 311 beS ©ciftcS gtiigetn loirb fo Ieid)t 
Sein tfirfiertidjer gtiiget fiefj gefelfen. 


lOQO 
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rccoivo of him ; if you, as a man, enlarge knowledge, 
your son may attain to a higher mark. 


Faust. Oh, happy he who can still hope to emerge from 
this soa of error ! What one knows not, that very thing 
one would like to use ; and what one knows, one cannot 
use. But lot us not embitter the lovely boon of this 
hour with such sadness ! Mark how the green-girt 
cottages shimmer in the glow of the setting sun ! Ho 
moves and recedes ; the day is spent ; yonder he hurries 
oil', and quickens new lifo. Oh that no wing lifts me 
from the ground to struggle after, and ever after, him ! 
I should see, in the everlasting evening-ray, the still 
world at my foot, all the heights kindled, every valley 
lulled, the silver brook flowing into golden streams. 
Not then would the wild mountain, with all its ravines, 
arrest my godlike course. Already the sea, with warmed 
bays, opens before my astonished eyes. Yet the god 
seems at last to sink away. But the new impulse 
awakens ; I hurry on to drink his everlasting light — 
the day before me, and tho night behind me ; the heaven 
above me, and under mo tho waves. A beautiful dream ! 
meanwhile, ho vanishes. Alas ! no bodily wing will 
so easily accompany the wings of tho spirit. Yet it is 


F 
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I 092- I 122 


®od) ift c 3 fcbem eiitgcboren, 

®afj fein @efiil)t Ijinauf ttttb oortncirtS bringt, 

SBenn iiBer.ttnS, iut Blatteit 9 taum werloren, 

3 p fdjmettcrnb Sieb bic Serdje fingt, 109s 

SSenn itbcr fdEjroffeit gicfjteitpptt 
®er Stbler auSgeBreitet fdjlnebt, 

Uitb iiber glcidjeit, iiber ©ecu 
®er Sbraitid) itad^ ber £ieimatl) ftrebt. 
s£Oob«cv. Qd) Ijatte felbft oft gritfenljafte ©iunbett, noo 
®od) foId)eit ®rieb pb’ id) nod) nie entftfuitben. 

5 D?an fiep fid) tcidjt an 2BnIb uitb gelbent fatt, 

®c 3 SSogete Sittig lucrb’ id) nie beneiben. 

2Bic anbcrS trageit mt§ bic ©cifieSfreubeu 

SSoit ®nd) 311 S 3 ud), non SBIatt 311 S 3 Iatt! nos 

®a merbeit 2 Biittentad)te I)oIb uitb fcpit, 

©in feltg 2ebeu incirntet aHe ©liebcr, 

Uitb adj I entroflft bit gar eiit luiirbig 5 f 5 ergamen, 

©0 fteigt ber gait3e $imniel 3U bir ttiebcr. 
gnu ft. ®u Bift bir nitr bc§ eineit SricBS beluufjt ; mo 
D lertte ttie ben anberit feitneit ! 

Qtnei ©eeten luopen, ad) I in nteitter 93 ruft, 

®ie eiite mill fid) non ber nitbern trenuen ; 

®ic cine pit, in bcrBer SicBeSluft, 

©id) an bic 2Bclt, ntit flaiumernbeit Drgaucn; ms 

®ie anbre I)eBt gelualtfam fid) nont ®uft 
811 ben ©efilben pf)er Sifjiten. 

D giebt e§ ©eifter in ber Sufi, 

®ie 3tnifdjen ©rb’ unb $immet prrfdjenb lnefieit, 

©0 fteiget nieber an§ bem golbnen ®uft, mo 

Unb fiiffrt mid) tneg, 3U neuem, Buntem Seben I 
3a, tniire nur ein BauBermautel mein, 
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inborn in every one that his feelings should press up- 
wards and onwards, when over us, the lark, lost in the 
blue expanse, sings its trilling lay ; when over rugged, 
pine-clad heights, the eagle soars outspread ; and over 
plains, over seas, the crane is striving towards her homo. 


Wagner. I myself have often had whimsical hours, but 
never yet have I experienced such an impulse. One 
easily looks one’s fill of woods and fields. I shall never 
envy tho wing of the bird. How differently the plea- 
sures of the mind bear us from book to book, from page 
to page ! Thence winter nights become pleasing and 
bright ; a happy life warms all one’s limbs ; and ah ! 
when you actually unroll a worthy parchment, the whole 
heaven descends to you. 


Faust. Thou art conscious of tho ono impulso only ; oh 
never learn to know tho other ! Two souls, alas ! dwell 
in my breast; the ono is bont on separating itself from 
the other. The one adheres, in vigorous passion, with 
clinging organs, to tho world; tho other lifts itself 
forcibly from the dust up to the regions of its lofty an- 
cestors. Oh, if thore bo spirits in the air which hover, 
ruling, between earth and heaven, descend ye from your 
golden atmosphere, and lead me away to new varied 
life 1 Ay, were but a magic mantle mine, and could it 
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Hub triig’ er mid; tit frentbe Sattbcr, 

SJiir fuflt’ cr tint bic foftlid;fteit ©etbiiuber, 

9 lkf;t foil tint churn SiSnigSmontct fei;it • H25 

it} a tin cc. SBerufe ttid;t bie tooljlbefaitttte ©djaar, 

Sic ftrontcnb fid; iut Sunftfreig uberbreitet, 

Sent ffltatfdjcit faufeubfcilttge ©cfal;r, 

S8oit adeit (Sitbett I;er, Bereitet I 

SSott Siorbeit briugt ber ftfjarfe ©eifterjal;it 1130 

Stuf bid) l;erbei, utit pfetlgefpijjtcii 8ungeit ; 

SBoit SKorgett jiet;it, bertroditeitb, fie l;erait, 
llttb uciljrcu fid; Don beiitcit Suugeit ; 

SBcitit fie bee Sftittng au§ ber SBiifte fd;idt, 

Sie ©lutl; ottf ©lutl; urn beittett ©d;eitel f;ciufeu, 113s 
©0 Briitgt ber SSScft belt ©djftmritt, ber erft erquidt, 

Urn bid; tutb gelb nub Slue 511 erfciufen. 

©ie l;orcit gern, sum @d;abeu frol; getoanbt, 

®el)ord;eu gent, lueil fie mtS gent betriigeit ; 

©ie fteKeu luie bom §imntel fid; gefaitbt, 1140 

Hub ligpelit eitglifdj, luettit fie litgen. 

Sod; gel;ett loir 1 ©rgraut ift fdjoit bie SBelt, 

Sic Suft gcluljlt, ber 9 lebcl feint ! 

Slut Slbettb fd;ciftt iunit erft bag |>aug. — 

SBag fteljft bit fo, tutb Blidft erftaunt Ijiitaug ? ims 

2 Ba§ faun bid; iit ber Samutrung fo ergreifett ? 

3 n 11 ft. ©iel;ft bit beu fdjluarjeu £mub burd; ©aat tutb ©toppet 
ftreifeu ? 

-to o a nee. 3d; fal; il;it lattge fd;mt; nid;t luidjtig fdjiett er 
utir. 

3 n 11 ft. 83 etrad)t’ il;u red;t I g-iir luas Ijaltft bit bag Sljier ? 
aottottci. giir einen S) 5 ubel, ber auf feitte SESeife 1150 

©id; auf ber ©pur beg Jperren plagt. 
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boar mo into foreign lands, I would not barter it for the 
costliest garments, for a king’s mantle. 

Wagner. Invoke not the well-known troop which diffuses 
itself, streaming, through the atmosphere, and prepares 
danger, thousandfold, from all quarters hither, to man ! 
From the North, the sharp tooth of the spirits presses 
up to you, with arrow-pointed tongues ; from the East, 
they approach, parching, and feed upon your lungs ; if 
the South sends from the desert those which heap fire 
after fire upon your crown, the West brings the swarm 
which at first refreshes, in order to drown you, and field, 
and meadow. Gladly alert for mischief, they like to 
listen, — like to obey, because they like to deceive us ; 
they feign to bo sent from heaven, and lisp like angels 
when they lie. But lot us be going ! The world is al- 
ready grown grey, the air chilled ; the mist is falling. 
Not till the evening does one appreciate home. — Why do 
you stand thus, and gazo astonished out there 1 What 
can so catch your attention in tho twilight 1 

Faust. Soest thou the black dog ranging through corn 
and stubble 1 

Wagner. I saw him long since ; he did not seem to me 
important. 

Faust. Regard him well ! For what dost take tho brute 1 

WAGNER. For a poodle, which, aftor his wont, is toiling 
and moiling on the track of his master. 



86 


3«if t 
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SQemertft bit, lute in loettcnt ©dEjnecfcnfretfe 
(Sr uni unS Ijer ltnb imntcr ltcifjcr jagt ? 

Uttb ti't’ id) itidjt, fo jteljt ein geuerftrubet 
9tuf feineii fpfabett fiiittevbreiit. 1155 

stonmicv. Qdj fetje ttidjte ate einett fdjtuarjcit iJSiibel; 

©§ tttag bet eitc§ luot)t Stugentaufdiung fctjn. 

Snuff. 3Jtir fdjciitt e§, baj) er tnagifd) teife ©djtingen 
$u fiinft’gent 33anb uni ttttfre fjiifje gte^t. 
stonnncv. 3d) fc§’ itjit itttgciuifs ititb furd)tfnm itit§ nnt= 
fftringeit, ufo 

SBeit er, ftntt feiiteS §errn, jluei Uubefamtte ficljt. 

Sn a ft. ®er Srete totrb eng, fdjott tft er nalj ! 
assnnucv. ®tt fief^t, ein tpunb, uttb fcin ©efpenft, ift bn. 

(Sr tnurrt uttb gtueifelt, legt fic§ attf ben S3aucf), 

(Sr tuebcCt — nHe§ ^itnbcbraud). 1165 

Sit uft. ©efcltc bid) 311 ttite ! Sboiiint f;ier ! 
ass nn ncr. Q >3 ift etit fsubelttiirrifdj ®[)ier. 

®tt ftcljeft ftitt, er tuartet attf ; 

®u fpridjft iljtt an, er ftrebt ait bir Ijinnitf ; 

SSertiere tua§, er luirb e§ bringett, 1170 

9tadj bcittettt ©tod ittS SBaffer fftringeit. 

Sit u ft. ®tt tjaft luofjt redjt ; id) fittbe uidjt bie ©pur 
SBon cittern ©eift, uttb alleS ift ®reffur. 
assitnttcv. ®cnt .fjtmtbe, tuettit er gut gejogett, 

SGSirb felbft ein tueifer attaint geluogen. 1175 

3a, bcitte ©mtft ucrbicitt er gatts uttb gar, 

©r, bcr ©tubenten trefftidjer ©cotar. 


(<Sic gef;en in bad <Stabttf;oi\ ) 
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Faust. Dost mark how ho courses round us, in a wide 
spiral circle, — hither, and ever nearer ? And if I mis- 
take not, a stream of fire moves after on his paths. 

Wagner. I see nothing but a black poodle; there may 
perhaps be some optical illusion with you. 

Faust. Meseems that he is drawing magically light 
nooses, for a future toil, around our feet. 

Wagner. I see him bounding doubtfully and timidly round 
us, because, instead of his master, ho secs two strangers. 

Faust. The circle grows narrow ; ho is already near ! 

WAGNER. You see ! A dog, and no phantom, is hero. lie 
growls and hesitates, lies on his holly ; lie wags his tail 
— all dog-fashion. 

FAUST. Como along with us ! Como here ! 

Wagner. It is a very droll brute. You stand still — ho 
begs ; you call him — ho fawns upon you ; loso anything 
— ho will fetch it ; will jump into the water after your 
stick. 

Faust. Perhaps you are right ; I do not find the trace of 
a spirit, and all is training. 

Wagner. Even a wise man gets attached to a dog when 
it is woll brought up. Yes, he thoroughly deserves your 
favour — ho, the rare pupil of the students ! 


( They go within the town-gate . ) 
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Gtubicjiiii nice. 

8n it ft (rnit fccm $ubct Ijcrcintrctenb). 

SScrlaffcit Ijati' id; getb uitb Stolen, 

©ic cine tiefe 9 tadjt bebedt, 

ffliit aI;nung§bolIeni, Ijcit’gcm ©ratten uso 

Qu itu§ bie befjre ©eetc tuedt. 

©ntfdjtafen finb mm luilbe ©riebe, 

9 Jtit jebent ungeftiimen ©t;uit ; 

@8 reget fic§ bie 2Jtenfd;entiebe, 

©ie Siebe ©otte§ regt fidj nun. 1185 

©ct; rutjig, ifSubel I renne nid;t I;iu nub iuieber ! 

Stot ber ©djtuelle tua8 fd;noberft bu t;icr? 

2ege bid) Winter belt Dfett nieber ! 

SJleitt bcftc 3 Stiffen geb’ id; bir. 

2 Bie bu braujjcu nuf belli bergigen SBege 1190 

©itrd; SReuiteit nub ©priugeu ergojjt uu§ t;aft, 

©0 nimm nun and; bon ntir bie tpftege, 

91 I§ cin luiltfonmtucr, flitter ©aft. 

9 td;, iuemt in unfrer engeit .BcKe 

Sie Sampe freunbtid; iuieber brenut, 1195 

©ann tuirb’d in unferm 93 ufen Ijeflc, 

3m Iter^ett, ba§ fid; felber fennt. 

SSernunft feingt iuieber an 511 fprcd;cn, 

Uitb §offnuug Iuieber an ju btii^’it ; 

SJtan fet;nt fid; ttad; be§ SebenS S 3 ad;cn, 1200 

9 ld; ! nad; beS SebeitS QueUe t;in. 
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Faust’s Study. (2) 

Faust { entering with the poodle). 

f have loft field and meadows, whieli a deep night covers, 
and, with inspiring, holy awe, wakes the bettor soul 
within us. Wild impulses are now fallen asleep, with 
every violent action. The lovo of man is stirring, the 
love of God is stirring now. 


Be quiet, poodle ! Bun not to and fro ! What aro you 
snuffling at hero on the threshold 1 Lio down behind 
the stove ! I give you my host cushion. As outside, 
on the mountain path, you have amused us with run- 
ning and hounding, so accept now from me attention in 
return, as a welcome, quiet guest. 


Ah, when, in our narrow cell, the lamp burns cheerfully 
again, then all becomes clear in our bosom, — in the 
heart that knows itself. Reason begins again to spoak, 
and hopo again to bloom ; ono longs for the streams of 
life, — ah ! for the source of life 1 
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1202-1229 


finurre nidjt, Sf 3 itbef 1 Su ben Ijeiligen Solicit, 

®ie jcjjt litciite ganje Sect’ untfaffen, 

2 BiH bcr t(;ierifd;e Sant itid;t paffcit. 

Sir ftub gelDoIjut, baft bie aJlciifdjeit tiertyoffncn, 1205 
Sa§ fie itic^t toerftelfn, 

®nfj fie Dot bent (Snten mtb Sd;oncit, 

®n 3 if;itcn oft befd;iucrtid; ift, iitnrreit ; 

Sill c§ bet .fpititb, lute fie, bchturren ? 

2 lbcr ad; ! fd;on fiif;t’ id;, bei bent befteit SiHnt, 1210 
SBefricbigttitg nid;t nict;r ait§ bent 23 ufcit qitillcit. 

Slbcr lonntnt intifi bet (Strom fo balb Oerfiegcit, 

Uttb loir loicber iitt ®nrfte liegeit ? 

®at>oit f)a6’ id) fo Diet ©rfafjrmtg. 

®od; biefcr SOlangel Icifjt fid; crfejjeit ; 1215 

Sir lenten ba§ lleberirbtfdje fd;a|;cn, 

Sir fe(;ncit ttn§ itad; DffeitBnruttg, 

®ic ttirgenbS loiirb’get nub fd;ottet breitttt, 

2(I§ in bent itcueit Scftanient. 

iOlid; brdngt'S, ben ©rnnbtcjt aufjufdjlagen, 1220 

SOlit tcblid;em ©efitf;! einmat 
®a 3 Ijeitige Original . 

Sit liteiit gcficbtcS ®entfd; 311 iibertragen. 

(Gfc cin 93olum auf, unb fd;icft fifty an.) 


©efd;riebcit ftet;t: „ Qm Sinfnttg lunr ba§ Sort." 

$ier ftocf’ ici; fd;oit I Ser Ijifft mir loeiter fort ? 1225 

Sd; famt bag Sort fo f;od; uitntflglid) fd;cij}eit, 

3d) lititf; e§ nitbers ubcrfcfieit, 

Setttt id; boitt ©eiftc red;t erteud^tet Bin. 

©efdjriebett ftcf;t : „ Qm Slitfattg loar ber Sinn." 
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Growl not, poodlo ! The brutish sound ill accords with 
the sacred tones which now infold my whole soul. Wc 
are used to men deriding what they do not understand, 
to their grumbling at the good and beautiful, which is 
often troublesome to them : is the dog disposed to snarl 
at it like them 1 


But ah, I fool already that, with the best intentions, con- 
tentment wells no longer from my bosom ! But why 
must the stream dry up so soon, and we again lie 
athirst 1 Of that I have so much experience ! This 
want, however, admits of being compensated. We learn 
to prize the supernatural ; we long for revelation, which 
nowhere burns more worthily and beautifully than 
in the Now Testament. I feel impelled to open the 
original text, just to translate with candid spirit the 
sacrod original into my beloved German. 

(He opens a volume , and applies himself to it.) 


It is writton : 1 In the beginning was tho Word.’ Here 1 
am already at a stand ! Who will help mo on further 1 
I cannot possibly value the Word so highly; I must 
translate it otherwise, if I am truly enlightened by the 
Spirit. It is written : ‘ In the beginning was Thought.’ 
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SBcbcnfe luogt bic crftc 3eile, 1230 

®ag brine gcber fief) nid)t liberate ! 

3ft css ber ©iuit, ber at(e§ Inirtt uitb fd)afft? 

©§ fotlte ftegu : „ 3m Stnfang luar bie S? r a f t. " 

®od), aucf) inbem idj biefe§ nieberfdjreibe, 

@d)on iuarut mid) ma§, bog idj babci nidjt bleibc. 1235 
9JHr fjilft ber ©cift I 2(uf ciitmnt fef)’ teg 9intl), 
llnb fdjvcibc getroft : „ 3m Stnfang mar bie ©gat." 


©oft id) mit bir bn§ 3intmcr tt)citcn, 
iJSubel, fo tag ba§ tpeuten, 

©0 tag ba§ SBctten ! 1240 

©otd) einen ftbrenben ©efetten 
3Kag id) nidjt iit ber SKcitjc teiben. 

Gsiner bon un§ tieiben 
SOlug bie 3cfle nteiben. 

tlngern Ijeb’ id) ba§ ©aftredjt auf, 1245 

©ie ©f)iir’ ift offeit, fjaft freicit 2auf. 

Stber maS mug id) fegeit ! 

Sfann ba§ natiirtid) gcfd)ctjcn ? 

3ft cs> ©d)atten ? ift’S 9EBirttid)fcit ? 

23ie mirb ntein iJSubet tang unb breit 1 1250 

©r gebt fief) mit ©eluatt, 

®a§ ift nid)t cincS §imbc§ ©eftatt I 
SBctd) eiu ©efpenft brad)t' id) bt$ fjauS I 
©d)Dit fief)t cr luie ciit 9tifyfcrb au§, 

9Jfit feitrigen Stugeit, fegredtiegent ©ring. 1255 

D ! bn bift mir gelirig ! 
giir fotege gatbc fjbttcnbrut 
3ft ©atomoitib ©cgtiiffet gut. 
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Consider well the first line, that thy pen bo not over- 
hasty ! Is it Thought that works and creates everything 1 
It should stand : ‘ In the beginning was Force.' Yet, 
oven as I am writing this down, something warns me 
already not to keep to it. The Spirit helps mo ; all at 
once I see guidance, and writo confidently : ‘ In the 
beginning was Action.' 


If I am to share the room with you, poodle, cease howling, 
cease barking ! I cannot endure so disturbing a com- 
panion near. One of us two must quit the cell. Re- 
luctantly, I withdraw hospitality ; the door is open ; 
you have free range. But what do I see 1 Can 
that come to pass naturally 1 Is it shadow 1 Is it 
reality 1 How long and broad my poodle grows ! Ho 
raises himself with violence : that is not the form of a 
dog ! What a phantom I liavo brought into the houso ! 
Ho looks already like a hippopotamus, with fiory eyes, 
terrific teeth. Oh, I am sure of thee ! For such a half- 
hellisli brood, Solomon’s koy is good. 
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1259-1284 


(deifies (auf fccm ©fliigc). 

Srinueit gefaitgcit ift enter ! 

93 teibct tjauffen, fotg’ itjnt leitter ! 1260 

28 ic irn ©ifett bet- gudj§, 

$agt ettt alter §iittentud;§. 

Slbcr gebt Sld)t ! 

©djloebct I)itt, fdjlucbet tuieber, 

9 luf mtb nieber, 1265 

Hub cr Ijat ficTj loigemacTjt. 

Kiinitt ifjr it) m ttiiijeii, 

Sinfjt iljit nicf)t fijjeit 1 
SDcun er tljat un§ atleit 

@d)oit Diet gu ©efadeit. 1270 

So « ft- Gsrft ju begegtten bent SEt)iere, 

SBraud)' id) belt ©pritdj ber SSievc : 

©alantaitber foil gltifjen, 

Uttbeite fid) luiitbett, 

©t)Ifit)e oerfd)ioitibeii, 1275 

Kobolb fid) miiljeti 1 

28 er fie nid)t fettnte, 

®ic ©(entente, 

3tjre Kraft 

llttb ©igenfdjaft, 1080 

8 D 3 are feitt SOtcifter 
Ueber bie ©eifter. 

IBerfcfihrinb’ in gtamnten, 

©atamanber ! 
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Spirits (in the passage). 

One is caught within ! Stay without ! Follow him none ! 
As the fox in the gin, quakes an old lynx of hell. But 
beware ! Hover thither, hover back, up and down, and 
he has got himself loose ! If ye can aid him, leave him 
not iii the lurch ! For at other times ho has done many 
a favour to all of us. 


Faust. First, to confront the beast, I use the Sentence of 
the Four : Salamander shall glow, Undine writhe, Sylph 
vanish, Cobold toil ! 


He who know thorn not, — the elements, their strength 
and quality,— were no master over the spirits. 


Vanish in flames, Salamander ! Flow rushingly together, 
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3-nuft 


9iniifd;eitb fticfje gufammen, 

Uitbcne I 

Scudfjt’ in 2Keteorcujd)6itc, 

©t;lfil;e ! 

SBriug’ IjauStidje fiidfe, 

Incubus ! Incubus ! 

jEritt tjeruor unb ntaclje belt ©djtufi I 

fieiiteS ber SSterc 
©teeft in bent ®t;iere. 

(Sa tiegt gang rtiljig uub grinf’t tnidj mt ; 
3d) I)ab’ il;itt itodj itid;t luel; getljau. 

®u foltft mid; f; Brett 
(Staffer befdjluoveii. 

SBift bit, ©cfeUe, 

(Silt gliid;tting ber £>iillc ? 

©o fiel; bie§ Setd^eit, 

®cm fie fid; beugeit, 

®ic fdnuargen ©djaareit ! 

©djoit fd;mitlt ea auf mit borftigcit gaarcn. 

SlScrluorfitea SBefeit I 
Stnnitft bu iljit lefcit, 

®eit itie eittffirofjtteit, 

Unau§gefprod;neit, 

®urd; afle .fMtitmd gcgojjucit, 
grebettilid; burd)ftod)iteit ? 

Jpinter bett Ofeu gebannt, 

©d;luillt ea tuie ein CStepfjaut ; 
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1285 


I2gO 


1295 


1300 


1305 
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Undine ! Shine, Sylph, in meteor-heauty ! Bring 
homely holp, Incubus ! Incubus ! Step forth, and 
make an end ! 


Not one of the Four sticks in the beast : he lies quite 
calm, and grins at me ! I havo not yet hurt him. Thou 
shalt hear me conjure more strongly. 


Art thou, comrade, a fugitive from hell 1 Then soe this 
sign, to which they bow, — the black legions ! 


Already it swells up, with bristling hairs. 


Roprobato being ! canst thou read him,- -the never-origin- 
ated, unexpressed, diffused through all heavens, crim- 
inally transpierced 1 


Spellbound behind tho stove, it is swolling like an 
elephant ; it fills up tho wholo room ; it is about to melt 
G 
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1312-1338 


®ett gangett Dtaum fiiKt cS an, 

68 mitt 3 um Stebel gerfliefjen. 

©teige nidjt jut ®ede f)inait ! 

Sege bid) 311 bc8 SKeiftcrs giifscn ! 131s 

®u fiefjft, bafj idf) nicfjt bergcbenb brolje. 

Qd) berfenge bid) rnit fjeiliger £olje ! 

©rwarte nic§t 

®a§ breintal gtiifjenbe £id)t ! 

©rwarte nidjt 13=0 

®ie ftcirffte bon nteiiten Siinfteu! 

(tritt, intern bet SfteM geffeibet tote eiit faljrenfcec 
@$oTaflicu0, Winter bem Dfcn f;etbor). 

2Boju ber fiarnt ? ina8 ftefjt bent .‘perm 311 Sienften ? 

Sau ft- ®a8 atfo War be8 ipubefe Sent! 

©in fafjrenber ©colaft ? ®er ©afuS mod)t mid) ladjcn. 
tvicbbiftafificicd. 3 d) fafutive ben gcteljrtcn $errn ! 1325 

3fjr fjabt midj wciblidf) fdjwifceit maefjen. 

San ft. S 58 ie ncnnft bit bid) ? 

sotc(»t)tftof)f)cte8. ®ie grage fdjcint ntir Hein 

gitr einen, ber ba8 SESort fo fefjr berad)tet, 

®er, meit entfernt bon attent ©ctjein, 

Slur in ber SDBefen ®iefe tracfjtet. 1330 

San ft. S 3 ei end), iljr $errn, faun man ba8 SBcfeit 
®ewiif)nfid) au8 bem Stamen fefeit, 

33 0 e8 fid) atljubeutlid) Wcift, 

SBentt man end) gliegengott, SBerberber, fliigiter Ijeifjt. 

Sinn gut, wer Gift bu benn ? 1335 

anctifjiftobbcica- Sin ®fjeit bon jener Sraft, 

®ie ftetS ba 8 S 3 bfe will nub ftets baS ©ittc fd)afft. 

3 a uft. SBa8 ift mit biefetit 9 tatf)fetWort genteittt? 
ancfit)iftofi‘Kte8- 3d) bin ber ©eift, ber ftetg beriteiitt! 
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into mist. Mount not up to the ceiling ! Lay thyself 
at thy master’s feet ! Thou seest that I threaten not in 
vain. I will scorch thee with holy fire. Await not the 
triple-glowing light ! Await not the strongest of my 
arts ! 

(Mephistopheles, -while the mist is sinking, comes forward, dressed 
like a travelling scholar, from behind the stove. ) 

Mephistopheles. AVhy this noise 1 What is the gentle- 
man’s pleasure 1 

Faust. That, then, was the kernel of the poodle ! a travel- 
ling scholar 1 The casus makes mo laugh. 

Mephistopheles. I salute the learned gentleman. You 
have made me sweat soundly. 

Faust. What is your name 1 

Mephistopheles. The question seems to mo petty for one 
who so much despises the Word ; who, far removed from 
all seeming, strives only [to penetrate] into the depth of 
things. 

Faust. With you gentlemen, one may ordinarily under- 
stand the being from the name, where it appears all too 
plainly if you are callod Fly-god, Destroyer, Liar. Now, 
then, who are you 1 

Mephistopheles. A part of that power which is con- 
stantly willing evil, and constantly producing good. 

Faust. AVhat is meant by this riddle 1 

Mephistopheles. I am the spirit that constantly denies ! 
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I339"13 6 9 


Unb bag mit Sficcfjt : bemt alfeg, luag cntftefjt, 

3ft tocrtf), bafi e§ 311 ©runbe geljt ; 1340 

®runt bcffct locir’g, baft niditg eittftiinbe. 

@0 ift bemt alfeg, toag ttjr ©iittbe, 
gerftoruitg, furs bag SBijfe itennt, 

SOlcitt cigenttidjcg Cglement. 

3 mi ft. ®n nenuft bid) einett ®fjeif, uttb fteljft bod) gaits bar ntir? 
tvtcvb t ft»f) tjcicd. 93 cfd)cib’ite 2Baf)rI)eit fftred)’ id) bir. 1346 
SDBentt fid) ber aJtcnfdj, bie Heine Starrentneft, 

©etboljttlid) fiir citt @att3eg fjdft ; 

Qd) bin eitt ®fjeif beg ®f)eifg, bet Sfufaitgg allcg tear, 

©tit ®fjeif ber giitfternifj, bie fid) bag Sidjt gebar, 135° 
®ag ftolsc 2 id)t, bag nun ber SOiutter 9 tad)t 
®en often 3 tang, ben 3 tauiit iljr ftreitig madjt. 

Unb bod) gctingt’g il)nt ttid)t, ba eg, fo Diet eg ftrebt, 
83 erf)nftet an ben Sforpern flcbt ; 

3 ?on ffiorftent ftromt’g, bie Sorter inadjt eg fcfjon, 1355 
©in Sfiirficr f)ciittut'g auf feinem ©angc; 

©0, 1 )off' id), bauert eg ttid)t fattgc, 

Uttb mit ben Serpent toirb’g 311 ©runbe gefjn. 

3 mi ft. Sinn fetin' idj bcittc htiirb’gett fpflidjten ! 

®n fannft int ©rofsett nid)tg oeruid)tett, 1360 

Unb ffingft eg ttutt int SHeinen an. 
t»tcf)Oiftot>i)eie 0 - Uttb freilidj ift nidjt bicf batuit getfjan. 

SSSag fid) bent 31 id)t 3 cutgegciiftefft, 

®ag ©tntag, bicfe ftfutttfte 2 Mt, 

©0 bief afg id) fcfjon unternommen, 1365 

3 d) ttntgte nidjt ifjr beisufontnten, 

SJtit SfBellett, ©tilrmen, ©djiittefit, S 3 rattb ; 

©erufjig bfeibt ant ©ttbe 9 Jieer uttb fiattb ! 

Uttb bem berbantmten gettg, ber ®f)ier> uttb 2 Jtenfdjenbru. 
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and justly so ; for everything which comes into being is 
worthy that it should go to ruin ; bettor therefore were 
it that nothing should come into being. So, then, 
everything which you call sin, destruction — in short, 
Evil — is my proper eloment. 

Faust. You call yourself a part, and yet stand whole 
beforo me 1 

Mepiiistopiieles. I tell you the modest truth. Though 
man, folly’s microcosm, commonly esteems himself a 
whole, I am a part of the part which, in the beginning, 
was All ; a part of the Darkness which brought forth to 
itself Light — the proud Light, who now contends with 
Mother Night for her ancient rank and space. And yet 
ho succeeds not ; for, strive as much as ho may, he 
cleavos, captured, to bodies. From bodies ho streams ; 
bodies ho makes fair ; a body stops him on his course. 
So I hope he will not last long, and will, with bodies, 
perish. 

Faust. Now I know your worthy functions ! You can 
destroy nothing on a great scale, and are now setting 
about it on a small ono. 

MephistophELES. And, candijlly, not much has been done 
in that way. That which is opposed to nothing — the 
something, this clumsy world — much as I have already 
tried, I have not been able to get at it with waves, 
storms, shakings, fire. Sea and land remain tranquil 
after all ! And of the damned trash — tho brood of 
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aiattft 


1370-1400 


®ent ift mm gar nid)tg anjuljabeu. 137° 

SEBie btclc l)a 6 ’ icfj fdjon BcgraBeit ! 

Uttb intmer circulirt ein neueg, frifdjeg 33 tut. 

@0 gd)t eg fort, man modjte rafenb tnerbeit I 

®er Sttft, bent SBaffer, tote ber ©rbett 

©ntluinbcit taufenb ffleime fid), 137s 

3 nt ®roctnett, geudjten, SEBarmen, fatten ! 

id) ntir nid)t bic glantme borBeljatten, 

3 d) f)(itte liidjtg 2 Ipartg fiir mid). 

Sau ft. @0 fejjeft bit ber etnig regen, 

®er l)eilfam fdjaffenben ©etoalt 1380 

®ie faltc ®enfelgfauft entgegeit, 

®ie fid) bergebeng tiidifd) Battt I 
2Ba§ attberg fnd)e 311 Beginnen, 

®eg (Sfjaog lomtbcrlidjer @of)U ! 
s»tct>i>iftot>ijcic8. 2 Bir lootieit tbirllidj mtg Befiititcit ; 1385 

®ie ncidjftenntale ttteljr babon ! 

®iirft’ id) tboI)t bicgntal ntid) entferneu ? 

San ft. 3d) felje nid)t, tbarunt bit fragft. 

3d) Ijafie jefct bid) tenncit lenten ; 

®efud)e nun midj, toie bit ntagft. 139° 

§ier ift bag genftcr, l)ier bie ®l)iire, 

(Sin 3 taud)fattg ift bit aud) gelbifj. 

SHcvOiftotiOcics. ©eftel)’ idj’g nur ! baft id) l)inauSf|>a3iere, 
SBerBictet ntir eitt lleineg fpinbcritifi, 

®er Srubeitfufi auf enrer ©djluctle. 1395 

San ft. ®ag ipentagraninta mad)t bir ifSein? 

(Si, fage ntir, bu ©oI)tt ber footle, 

SBettit bag bid) Bannt, tnie fantft bu bettn Ijerein ? 

SGBie toarb eitt fold)cr ©eift Betrogeu ? 
s»tebbiftiM>i)et« 3 ' 83 efd)aut eg red^t 1 eg ift ttidjt gut ge3ogeu ; 
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brutes and men — of that there is now no getting the 
better at all. How many have I buried already ! And 
a new, fresh blood is ever circulating. Things go on 
so — it is enough to make one mad. From the air, the 
water, as from the earth — in dryness, moisture, heat, 
cold — a thousand germs detach themselves. Had I 
not reserved flame, I should have nothing apart for 
myself. 

Faust. So, to the eternal motion — the beneficently crea- 
tive force — you oppose your cold devil’s fist, which 
clenches itself maliciously in vain ! Try, wondrous Son 
of Chaos, to begin something else ! 

Mephistopheles. We will really bethink oursolves ; more 
of that next time ! Might I bo permitted this timo to 
retire 1 

Faust. I see not why you ask. I havo at present mado 
your acquaintance ; call on me now as you fool inclined. 
Hero is the window, hero tho door ; you may also make 
certain of the chimney. 

Mephistopheles. I must confess it at once ; a small ob- 
stacle forbids that I should walk out — tho wizard-foot 
on your threshold. 

Faust. The pentagram troubles you t Why, tell me, you 
Son of Hell, if that confines you, how came you in t 
How was such a spirit cozened 1 

Mephistopheles. Look at it well ! it is not rightly 
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1401-1429 


ftAUft 


®er eiite SBintel, ber ttnd) augctt ju, 1401 

3ft, lute bit ficljft, eiit htenig offeit. 

So u ft. ®a§ gat ber Sufatl gut getroffeit ! 

Hub nteitt ©efangner iucirft bentt bu ? 

®a§ ift Doit ungefagr gclungcit ! i4°s 

anct)tjiftopt)cic3. ®er 5fSubel mcrttc nicgtS, ate er gereinge- 
fftruitgett, 

®ie ©acfje fiegt jegt anberS au8 ; 

®er ®cufel faittt iticgt aite bent §au§. 

3 a aft. ®ocf) tonnttn gegft bit ttidjt bttvd)’S gcitftcr? 
a)tct)t)tftot)t)cJc8. ’3 ift ein ©efeg ber ®eufet ttttb ©efpenfter : 
S23o fie gercingcfdjliiftft, bn mtiffeit fie gittatte. 1411 

®a§ erfte ftetjt un§ frei, beint giueiteit finb tuir Snetgte. 
3«nft. ®ic §utle felbft Ijat igre Stedjte? 

®a§ finb’ id) gut, ba liege fid) eitt ifSalt, 

Uttb fidjer tttogl, iitit end), igr $crrett, fcgliegen ? 1415 

2Dtct>tjift0f>tjctc3. 28ag matt uerfprid)t, bag fottft bit rein gc= 
ttiegett, 

®ir luirb batten ttidjte abgejtuadt. 

®od) ba§ ift nid)t fo furj ju faffen, 

Uttb tuir 6efpred)eit baS juncidgft ; 

®od) jcgo Bitt’ id), god) uttb giid)ft, 1420 

3iir biefegntal midg ju entlaffen. 

3 a u ft. @0 bleibe bod) ttodj einen Stugcttblid, 

Urn tnir erft gute 9Jtagr p fagen. 
an]c)itjift0f>Oetc3. 3^gt lag tnid) lo§ I iig lontnte balb 3uriid; 

®antt tnagft bn nad) SMiebett fragett. 142s 

3« uft. 3<g I)(tbe bir uidgt itad)gefte(It, 

93ift bu bod) fetbft itte ©am gegangett. 

®ett ®cufel galte, tuer iljtt l)dlt !. 

(Sr tuirb igtt itid)t fo balb junt jtueitenntate fangett. 
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drawn; one angle — the one oh the outside — is, as you 
see, a little open. 

Faust. That has chance well hit ! And you, then, should 
be my prisoner 1 That has prospered by accident. 

Mephistopheles. The poodle noticed nothing as he sprang 
in. The affair looks differently now; the devil cannot 
get out. 

Faust. But why do not you go through the window 1 

Mephistopheles. It is a law of devils and phantoms : 
whore they have slipped in, there must they out. The 
first is free to us ; as regards the second, we are slaves. 

Faust. Hell itself has its laws t lam glad of that. Then 
it would be possible to conclude a bargain, — and a bind- 
ing one, surely, — with you gentlemen 1 

Mephistopheles. AVhat is promised, that shall you enjoy 
in its entirety ; nothing of it will be pinched off from 
you. But that is not a matter for a few words, and we 
■will discuss it the next time ; but at present, I beg you 
most earnestly to release me this once. 

Faust. Pray, wait yet a moment, to give me, first, some 
good intelligence. 

Mephistopheles. Lot mo go at present ! I shall soon 
come back : thon you may question as you like. 

Faust. I have laid no traps for you; why, you have 
yourself gone into the net. Let him hold the devil who 
holds him ! He will not so soon catch him a second 
time. 
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1430-1460 


soievijiytoMcics. Sffiemt bir’g BelieBt, jo Btn id) mid) Bereit, 
®ir jur ©efettfdjaft gier 511 Bteibcit ; 1431 

®od) mit SBcbingnig, bit bie Scit 
®itrcg mciite ®iiitfte toiirbig ju UertrciBcit. 

Rnuff. Qd) fcl;’ e§ gent, bag ftctjt bir fret ; 

Slur bag bie Siunft gefattig jet) ! 143s 

SBic^rjiftopscics. ®u trnrfi, itteitt greunb, fiir beine ©inncit 
3n biefer ©tuttbe megr getoinuett, 

2Itg in beg Qagrcg ©inertei. 

SBag bir bie garten ©eifter firtgeit, 

®ie fdjoucit SBilber, bie fie Bringett, 1440 

©ittb itiegt eiit leereg Saubcrfpiet. 

Stud) beiit ©erudj luirb fid) ergegen, 

®ann iuirft bu beineit ©aumen tegeu, 

Unb bamt eutjiidt fid) beiit ©efiif)I. 

93 ercituitg Braucgt eg itidjt Dor ait ; 144s 

93 eifamnten fiitb loir, fattget an ! 

©eifter. ©d)iuhtbet, il)r bunMtt 

Sffiolbuitgcit bfobett ! 

3 leijcttber fd)aue 

greuitbticg ber Blau 145° 

Steiger gerein ! 

SBitren bie bunfetn 
SBolteit 3erroituen 
©ternetein funfetit, 

SJlitbere ©oitnen 1455 

©dgeineit bareitt. 

§ittttulifd)er Suljue 
©ciftige ©cgiiite, 

©cgtoanfenbe 93 engititg 
©cgtoebet BoriiBer, 


1460 
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Mepiiistopiieles. If it pleases you, I also am ready to 
stay hero to keep you company; but on condition of 
whiling away the time worthily for you by my arts. 


Faust. I shall like it ; that is allowed you, provided only 
that the art be agreeable. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. You will gain, my friend, more for 
your senses in this hour than in the monotony of a year. 
What the dainty spirits sing to you — the fair images 
which they bring — aro not an empty play of magic. 
Your smell also will be regaled ; you will then gratify 
your palate ; and then your sense of touch will be 
ravished. Making ready beforehand is not needed ; we 
are together — begin ! 


Spirits. ‘ Vanish, ye dark vaults above ! More charmingly 
let the blue ether look kindly in ! Would that the dark 
clouds were melted away ! Starlets sparklo, softer suns 
shine in. Spiritual beauty of the heavenly sons, a 
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1461-1491 


©eljnenbe SJlctguiig 
golgct Ijinuber ; 

Uttb bet ©etneinber 
ffrlattentbc 93 ditber 

®eden bte Siinber, 1465 

®edcit bte Saube, 

2Bo fid) fiir§ Sebctt, 

®ief in ©cbnitfeit, 

Siebenbe gebett. 

Saube bei Saube I 1470 

©proffeitbe SRanfeit ! 

Safiettbc ®raube 
@tiit3 iit 3 SBcplter 
©rangenber Sfclter, 

©tiirjen in S 3 cidjen 1475 

©djauntenbe Sffieitte, 

Stiefetn burd) teine, 

Gbie ©eftcine, 

Stiffen bie ,£>ul)cn 

Winter fid) liegen, 1480 

SBreiten 511 ©een 
©id) unt§ ©eitiigeit 
©riinenber §iigel. 

Unb ba§ ©eftiiget 

©c^Iurfet fid) SBottne, 1485 

fjtieget bet ©omte, 
glieget ben f)eHen 
Snfeltt eittgegeit, 

®ic fid) nnf SBellen 

©aufelnb beloegett ; 149° 

SBo loir in Eljbren 
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swaying curve, floats by ; longing inclination follows 
over. And the fluttering ribbons of their garments cover 
the fields, cover the bower whore lovers, deep in thought, 
give themselves for life. Bower on bower ! Sprouting 
tendrils ! The down-weighing cluster tumbles into the 
vat of the hard-squeezing press ; foaming wines tumble 
in streams, purl through pure precious stones, leave the 
heights lying behind them, broaden into lakes around 
the charm of green-growing hills. And the winged 
throng sips delight, flies to tho sun, flies towards the 
bright isles which dancingly move on the waves ; where 
we hear shouters in choruses, see dancers over the 
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1492-1520 


Saudfjeube f)6ren, 

Ueber ben Stuen 
®anjeitbe fdjnuen, 

®ie fid) im greien 1495 

Side jerftreuen. 

(Sinige Jlimmen 
lleber bie fpbljen, 

Slnbere fdjtotmmen 

Ueber bie Seen, 1500 

Stnbere fdjtocben ; 

21He gum Sebeit, 

SOIe gur gerne 
Siebenbcr Sterne, 

©eliger §ulb. 150s 

a«c)>j)iftoi)®cic8. (Sr fdjlcift! @0 redft, ifjr Inft’gen, gnrteit 

gungen ! 

Qljr Ijabt ttju treuiid) eingefungen I 
giir bieg (Soncert bin id; in eurer ©djutb. 

®u bift nod) nidjt ber Sftann, ben SEenfet feftguljatten ! 
Umgaufelt it;n ntit fiifjen ®raumgeftalten ! 1510 

SSerfenft iljn in ein SJieer beg SBafjug I 
®od) biefer ©djlDetle Qauber gu gerfpalteit, 

SSebnrf irfj eiiteg Stattengaljng. 
dtidjt Innge brand/ id) gu bcfdjmoren ; 

©djoit rafdjelt eine fjier, nnb h)irb fogleid) midj tjeren. 1515 

®er .fperr ber fatten unb ber SJiaufe, 

®er gliegen, grbfdje, SSSnngeu, fiiinfe, 

SBefieljlt bir, bid) Ijerborgultmgen 
Unb biefe ©dwindle gu benagen, 

@0 tuie er fie mit Del betupft — 


1520 
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meadows, who are all disporting in the open air. Some 
climb over the heights, others swim over the lakes, 
others are hovering — all towards life, all towards the 
farness of loving stars, of blissful grace.’ 


Mephistopheles. He sleeps ! Well done, yo airy, deli- 
cate youngsters ! Ye have fairly sung him to sleep. 
For this concert I am in your debt. Thou art not yet 
the man to hold fast the devil ! Play around him with 
sweet dream-shapes, sink him in a sea of illusion ! But 
to rive the spell of this threshold, I require a rat’s tooth, 
I need not conjure long : one is already rustling here, 
and will hear me directly. 


The lord of rats and mice, of flies, frogs, bugs, lice com- 
mands thee to venture forth, and to gnaw this threshold 
as soon as he touches it with oil ; — there thou com’st 
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1521-1545 


®a fontmft bu fdjon tjerborgefjupft l 

9tur frifdj ang 2Bcrt I ®ie ©fufje, bie mid; bannte, 

@ie fi|jt gait j tmrnen an bcr ft'antc. 

9tod) ehten SBijj, fo ift’g gefdjefjn I — 

9 tun, gaufte, trciume fort, big loir ung mieberfefjn ! 1525 

3 n u ft (erwad)cnb). S3i:t id; benit aberntalg betrogen? 
S8crfd;minbct fo ber geifterreid;e ®rang, 

®a| mir ciit ®rnum belt ®eufet Oorgclogeit, 

Unb baf; eiit ifubet mir eittfprang ? 

©tubirjimmer. 

3nuft. SBlcftOiftoltljcIcS. 

3 « u ft- ©§ llofjft? §ereinl SBer miff mid; mieber ptageii? 1530 

isici)t)ifto()t)c(c«. Sdf; bin’g. 

3 mi ft- .gerein! 

SBicf<i)tfto(>i)crc«. ®it rnufjt eg breimal fageit. 

3 n «ft. herein benn! 

3ncf>i)tftot>i)cfc3- @0 gefaffft bu mir. 

SBir merben, I;off’ id), ung Oertragen I 
®eitn bir bie ©riffeit ju Uerjageu, 

33 in id;, ate ebler guufer, Ijier, 1535 

3 n rottjem, golboerbramtem SUeibe, 

®ag ajicinteid;cn Don ftarrcr ©eibc, 

®ie §at;itenfeber nuf bem §ut, 

9Jtit eittent langen, fpi^eit ®egen, 

Unb ratlje nun bir, furs unb gut, 1540 

®ergteicf;cn gteidjfaffg anjulegcn, 

®amit bu, loggebiutbeu, frei, 

(Srfatjreft, mag bag Seben fet;. 

3 a uft. 3 n jebem Sleibe merb’ id) mof)l bie fJ 5 ein 
®eg engen ©rbelebeng fiifjten. 1545 
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hopping forth already ! Now quick to work ! The 
point which confined me lies right in front, on the ledge. 
One bite more, and it is done. Now, Faust, dream on 
till we see each other again ! 

Faust (waking). Am I, then, once more deceived 2 Does 
the spiritual throng vanish — so that a dream has fabled 
to me the devil, and [only] a poodle escaped me t 


Faust. Mephistopheles. 

Faust. A knock ? Come in ! Who wants to plague me 
again 1 

Mephistopheles. It is I. 

Faust. Come in ! 

Mephistopheles. You must say it thrice. 

Faust. Come in, then ! 

Mephistopheles. Thus you pleaso me. Wo shall, I hope, 
agree. For, to chase away your vapours, I am here as a 
young noble, in red gold-laced coat — the little mantle 
of stiff silk, the cock’s feather in the hat — with a long 
pointed sword ; and, to ho briof, I adviso you also to 
put on the like; so that, unrestrained, free, you may 
try what life is. 

Faust. In every dress, I dare say, I shall feel the torture 
of earth’s narrow life. I am too old merely to play, too 
H 
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Sfouf t 


gcf) Bin gu alt, urn nur ju fpielett, 

3u jttng, unt oljne SSttnfdj gu fct)it. 

SQ3ag lantt bie Sffielt mir tool)! gettmljren ? 

©ntBetjren foUft bn ! fottft cntbefjrcn I 

©ag ift ber emige ©efang, 1550 

©er jebem an bie Otjren flingt, 

©en, ttnfer gangeg 2eBett long, 

Uttg Ijeifer jebe ©tuttbe fingt. 

3tur ntit ©ittfcfjcn toad)' id; SKorgcng auf, 

3d; utiidite Bittre ©Ijratten toeiiten, 1555 

®cn ®ag ju fct)n, ber mir in feiitent 2auf 
9tid)t ©inen SButtfd) crfiiUcit luirb, itid)t ©itteit, 

©cr fctbft bic Slfjnung jebcr 2uft 
9Jtit eigcttfinnigent S?rittel ntinbcrt, 

®ie ©cppftmg meiner regeit 93ruft 1560 

3Kit taufenb 2c6ettgfra|)en Ijinbert. 

Sind) muff id), menu bie 9tad)t fid) ttieberfenfl, 

SCRid^ angfttid) auf bag 2ager ftreden ; 

Sludj ba toirb feine 3taft gcfd)enft, 

SOiic^ toerben toilbe ©raunte fd)redeu. 1565 

®er ©ott, ber ntir int SBufctt luol)ttt, 

Sann lief mein 3nnerfteg erregen ; 

®er ilber adcit meiiten SMfteit tljront, 

Qsr faint ttad^ aujjett ttidftg Beiuegett. 

Unb fo ift mir bag ©afetjit eitte Soft, 157° 

©cr ®ob cvtuiinfd)t, bag 2eBeu ntir toerljafjt. 

t»tcvt)iftot)i)ctc8. Unb bod) ift ttie ber ®ob eitt gang mill’ 
fotnmner ©aft. 

3 n « ft. 0 felig ber, bent er int ©iegegglangc 
©ie Blut'geit 2orBeern um bie ©d)liife loiitbet, 

©ett er, ttad) rafd) burd)raf’tem ©attge, 157s 
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young to bo without a wish. Say, what can the world 
afford mo 1 Thou shalt do without ! Thou shalt do 
without ! That is the eternal song which rings in every 
one’s ears, — which, our whole life long, every hour is 
singing hoarsely to us. With horror only I awake in the 
morning. I would fain weep hitter tears to see the day, 
which will not, in its course, fulfil for me one wish — 
not one ; which, with perverse carping, lessens even the 
anticipation of every pleasure, and cramps the creative 
work of my active breast with a thousand ugly realities. 
I must also, whon night descends, stretch mysolf 
anxiously on my bod ; even there no rest is bestowed ; 
wild dreams will affright me. The god who dwells in 
my bosom and can deeply stir my inmost boing, who 
reigns over all my energies, — he can effect nothing out- 
wardly. And thus is oxistenco a burden, death desired, 
life to me detestable. 


Mephistopiieles. And yet death is never a quite welcome 
guest. 


Faust. Oh, happy the man round whoso templos, in the 
brightness of victory, he winds the bloody laurels, — 
whom, after the swiftly raged-through dance, he finds in 
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1576-1606 


3in eine§ 2Rabdjen§ SIrnten fittbet I 
0 tocir’ idj bor be§ Ijoljen ©eifte 3 Sraft 
©ntjiidt, eittfeclt baljiit gefunlen ! 
a«c^®ifto*)t)cic8. Unb bod} Ijat jetttanb ciitcit braunen Saft 
Qtt jeiter SJiadjt itid)t auSgetrunfen. 1580 

3- mi ft. ®a 3 ©jrioniren, feint’s, ift bciite 2 11ft. 
®tcf)t)tftof)i)ctc8. SlUtbiffcnb bin id; itidjt ; bod) Diet ift inir 
betbufjt. 

3 a 11 ft. SBcmt nus bent fdiredtidjen ©eloiifjle 
©in fii| betannter ®on ntidj jog, 

®en 3 ieft bon thtblidjem ©efiifde 158s 

StRit Stnltang froljer Beit betrog ; 

@0 find)’ id) aCCent, tbn§ bic < 3 eele 
SJtit Sod« unb ©autcltoci'E umfpamtt, 

Unb fie in biefe ®rauerf)oI)Ie 

2Kit SBIenb* unb ©djmeidjettraften bannt ! 1590 

SBerfludjt boratte bie tjolje SKeiitung, 

StBoinit bet ©eift fid) fclbft umfangt ! 

SBcrftudjt ba§ S 3 Ienben bet Srfd)cinuug, 

®ie fid) an unfre Sintte brciitgt I 

Serflittfjt, tba§ un8 in ®raunten I)eud)elt, 159 s 

®c§ 3 lul)inS, bet SlamenSbauer ®tug ! 

SSerftudjt, tba§ ate SBefif) un§ fd)ntcid)elt, 

Site 2 Beib nub Sinb, at? Sned)t unb s fBfIug I 

SBerftudjt fet) SJtammon, tbenit mit @d)n{jcit 

©r un§ 511 titfjnen ®I)aten regt, 1600 

SSSenu er 511 ntiifjigent ©rgcjjeit 

®ie $oIfter un8 juredjte tegt I 

glud) fet) bent S 3 alfamfaft bet ®raubeit ! 

gluc§ jeiter Ijocfjftett SiebeSf)idb I 

gtucf) fet) bet ©offnung ! gludj bent ©lauben, 1605 

Unb glud) bot alien bet ©ebulb ! 
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a maiden’s arms ! Oh that I had sunk away, onrapt, 
exanimate, before the lofty Spirit’s might ! 


MEPHISTOPHELES. And yet a certain person did not drink 
a brown juice on that night. 


Faust. Playing the spy, it seems, is your pleasure. 

Mephistopheles. I am not omniscient; yet much is 
known to me. 


Faust. Since a sweetly familiar tone drew me out of the 
terrible tumult, and beguiled the remnant of childlike 
feeling with the echo of a happier time, — therefore I 
curse all that surrounds the soul with charm and jugglery, 
and confines it in this den of wretchedness with dazzling 
and flattering forces. Accursed, first, the lofty opinion 
with which tho spirit surrounds itself ! Accursed, tlio 
dazzle of appearance which intrudes upon our senses ! 
Accursed, what feigns to us in dreams, — the cheat of 
glory, of lasting name ! Accursed, what flatters us as 
possession, as wife and child, as servant and plough ! 
Accursed be Mammon, when ho incites us with treasures 
to hold deeds, when he adjusts our cushions for indolent 
delight ! A curse be on the balsam-juice of the grape ! 
A curse on that highest favour of lovo ! A curse be on 
hope ! A curse on faith ! And, above all, a curse on 
patience ! 
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1607-1635 


©ciftcrdjor (unftc^tBar). 

SBeljl toetj 1 
®u fjaft fie jcrftiirt, 

®ie fdjbne SDSelt, 

9 Jttt mad)tigcr ganft ; 1610 

©ie fturjt, fie scrfciflt ! 

(Sin |>aH>gott Ijat fie jcrfdjtageit ! 

28 in tragett 

®ie ®riintitterit in§ 3 Mjt§ Ijimibcr, 

llnb Hagen 1615 

Ueber bie bertorne (scpne. 

SOladjtiger 
®er (Srbcttfbfjtie, 
iJMdj tiger 

S8aue fie ttrieber, 1620 

git beinent SSitfen Bane fie atif ! 

91 euen £efien§Ianf 
SBegiitite, 

SOtit fjeHeut ©tone, 

Unb neue flieber 1625 

®iinen barauf I 

anct)i)tftoi)t)cic8. ®ie§ finb bie ffeineit 
SSott ben 2 Jieiiteit. 

§bre, tnie 511 fluft ttnb ®l)ntett 

Slitting fie ratten ! 1630 

git bie 2Bctt lucit, 

Sing bee (Sinfantteit, 

2Bo ©initc ttnb ©cifte ftoden, 

2BoHeit fie bid) lodeit. 

1635 


§br' auf ntii beinent ©ram 511 fpielen, 
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Chorus of Spirits ( invisible ). 

‘ Woe, woe ! Thou hast destroyed it, the fair world, 
with mighty hand ; it is precipitated, it falls to pieces ! 
A demigod has shattered it ! Wo bear away the frag- 
ments into nothingness, and lament ovor the lost love- 
liness. Mighty one of the sons of earth, build it more 
splendidly again — build it up in thy bosom ! Begin a 
now course of life with clear sense, and thereupon new 
songs will sound ! ’ 


Mephistopheles. These are the little ones of my train. 
Hark, how precociously they counsel to pleasure and 
action ! They wish to lure you into the wide world, out 
of tho solitude whore senses and juicos stagnate. 


Cease to toy with your grief, which, like a vulture, 



120 


8««f * 


1636-1664 


®er, tuie ein ©eier, bit ant Seben frifjt ! 

®ie f(f)Iedjte[te ©cfcttfdjaft lafjt bid) fiiljlen, 
ffiafj bit cut SJtcitfd) mit SUtcnfdjcn bift. 

®od) fo ift’g nid)t gemeint, 

®tdj unter bag Sf3ad ju ftofjen. 1640 

3d) Bin Jeiner non ben ©rofjeit ; 

®od) loitlft bn, mit mir Oereint, 

®eiitc ©djritte burdj’g Sebeit nctjmcu, 

©0 Will idj titidj gern Bcguemen, 

®ein ju feqn, auf ber ©telle. i6 4S 

3 d) Bin bein ©efelle, 

Unb, ntad)’ idj bin’s redjt, 

S3iit id) bein ®ieiter, bin bein Sl'nedfjt ! 

Sou ft. Unb loaS foil id) bagcgen bir etfiiHen? 
fflicnbiftonbcics. ®aju §aft bn nod) cine lange grift. 1650 
Snuft. Stein, nein 1 ber ®eufel ift ein Cggoift 
Unb tl)ut nid)t leidjt um ©otteS toittcn, 

SEBag cinent anbern uitfjlid) ift. 

©prid) bie SBebiitgung bcuttid) aug ! 

©in foldjer ®iciter Bringt ©efaljr inS $au8. 1655 

aiicoijiftonbctcs. 3d) toitt mid) Ijier 311 beinent ®ienft ber« 
Binbeit, 

Stiif beiitcn SBiitf nidjt raften unb nid)t vul)u ; 

SBettn loir un§ britben toieber fiitbcn, 

©0 fottft bn mir bag ©leidje tljim. 

3 n» ft. ®ag ®riiben fann ntid) toenig fiintmern ; 16& 

©c^Iagft bn erft biefe SBett 311 ®riimmern, 

®ie aitbre mag baruad) entfteljn. 

Slug biefer ©rbe quitten meine greubeit, 

Unb biefe ©onne fcfjeinet meitien Seiben ; 



Faust’s Study (2) 


121 


feeds upon your life ! The worst company will make 
you feel that you are a man with men. Still it is not 
meant to thrust you among the rabble. I am not one 
of the great ; but if, united with me, you will take your 
steps through life, I will readily accommodate myself to 
be yours upon the spot. I am your companion, and, if 
I suit you, I am your servant, am your slavo ! 

Faust. And what am I to do for you in return 1 

Mephistopheles. You have still a long day of grace for 
that. 


Faust. No, no ! The dovil is an ogoist, and scarcely does 
for love what is useful to another. Speak out the con- 
dition plainly ! Such a servant brings danger into the 
house. 


Mephistopheles. I will bind myself to your service 
here , — at your beck not to rest, and not to repose. 
When wo meet again on the other side, you shall do the 
like for mo. 


Faust. The other side can little trouble me. If you will 
first knock this world to pieces, tho othor may arise 
afterwards. From this earth well my joys, and this 
sun shines upon my sufferings. If I can once sever 


122 


S«*Uf » 


1665-1695 


®ann id) nttd^ erft bon itjnen fd)eiben, 1665 

®amt ntag, tons mitt unb fattn, geftfjefjn. 

®abon mitt id) nidjtS meiter Ijitren, 

£)b man and) liinftig Ijafjt nub licbt, 

Unb 06 cS and) in jciten ©filjaren 

(Sin Dben ober Unten giebt. 1670, 

s»!c(ji)ifii>bbcic3. git biefent ©inne fannft bit's magen. 
SScrbinbc bid; ! bn fottft, in biefctt Sngeit, 

2Kit greubett mcine ®ii:tfte feljn. 

Sdj gebe bit, ma§ nodj fein SJtenfdj gefefin. 

3 it 11 ft. 2BaS mittft bn armer Seufel geben? 1675 

SGSarb ciitcS 2Jtenfd)cn ©eift, in feinem Ijotjen ©irebett, 

SSoit beiitcS ©leicfjen je gefafjt ? 

®odj fyaft bn ©fteife, bie nid)t fcittigt, I)aft 
®u rotljeS ©olb, ba§ ofyite 9taft, 

Quedfilber gleicfj, bir in ber ftanb gerrinnt, 16S0 

(Sin ©fuel, bci bem man itic gcminnt, 

Sin SJiabdjcn, ba§ an nteincr SBrnft 

SJlit Sfugcln [djott bent 9ladjbar fid) berbinbet, 

®er ©tjre fd)iine ©otterluft, 

$ie, mic citt 2Jietcor, uerfd)minbet. 1685 

Qeig’ ntir bie grutfjt, bie fault, el) man fie bridfjt, 

Unb SBciunte, bie fid) tciglid) tten begriinen ! 

2>tc)>0tftob(jcic8. ©in foldjer Sluftrag fdjredt mid) nidjt, 

SCRit fold)cn ©djiijjen fantt idj bienen. 

®odj, guter grettnb, bie Qeit fontmt audj Ijeratt, 1690 
2Bo mir ma§ ©uts in SRnfie fd)iitanfen mBgett. 

Snuff. SBerb’ id) bend)igt je mid) anf ein gaulbett legett, 

©0 fet) eS gleid) um tuidj getl)an ! 
fannft bn midj fdjmeidjelttb je beliigen, 

®af) id) mir fetbft gefatten mag, 1695 
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myself from them, what will and can may then come to 
pass. I will hear nothing more about it — whether, in 
the future also, there is hating and loving, and whether, 
in those spheres also, there is an above or below. 


Mephistopheles. In this sense, you may venture it. 
Bind yoursolf ; and, during those days, you shall see my 
arts with joy; I will give you what no man yet has 
seen. 

PAUST. What, poor devil, wilt thou give 1 Was ever 
man’s spirit in its high ondeavour concoived by the like 
of thee 1 Truo, thou hast food that satisfies not ; thou 
hast rod gold that, restless, like quick-silver, melts away 
in ono’s hand ; a game at which one never wins ; a girl 
who, on my breast, allies herself already with her eyos 
to my neighbour ; the fair, godlike joy of honour, that 
vanishes like a meteor! — Show mo the fruit that rots 
before one plucks it, and trees that daily grow green 
anew ! 


Mephistopheles. Such a commission scares mo not ; I can 
provido such treasures. But, good friend, the time also 
draws near when we may like to foast on something good 
in peaco. 


Faust. If ever I shall lie down composedly on a couch of 
idleness, bo there at once an end of me ! If thou canst 
ever flatteringly delude me so that I may be pleased 
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[696-1723 


®aitnft bit mid; mit ©emtfj betriigen : 

®a§ fet) fiir mid; ber lefjte Sag ! 

®ie SQSettc bict’ id; I 

SBlcftljiftofirtclcS. Sop! 

S mt ft. Uttb ©d;tag nuf ©djtag ! 

SBei'b’ id; 3unt Slitgeitblide fagen : 

SBermeite bod; ! bu bift fo fdjiin ! 1700 

®antt ntagft bu mid; in geffeltt fd;Iagen, 

®anit mill id; gent 311 ©ritnbc gel;n I 
®attn mag bie ®obtenglode fdjatten, 

®atttt bift bit beitteS ®icufte 3 frei, 

®ie UT;r mag fteljn, ber 3 eiger fallen, 1705 

S3 fel; bie 3eit fiir mid; Uorbei ! 

3Jtcf)biftofii)cic8. SBebenl 1 e§ tt)oI;ll trir merben ’3 itidjt 
uergeffen. 

S mi ft. ®05U fjaft bu citt turtles 9 tedjt. 

3d; fiabc mid; ttid;t feeuenttief; tiermeffen ; 

SBie id; beljarre, bin id; Stitcd;t, 1710 

Ob bein, mad frag’ id;, ober ttieffett. 
aticvbtftovDctes. 3d; toerbe Ijeute gleid;, beittt ®octor[cf)mau 3 , 
5 US ®iener, meiite ipflid;t erfitHett. 

Sllnr cittS I — lint SebcitS ober SterbenS mitten 
93 itt’ id; tttir eitt fmar 3 eiten attS. 171s 

3 n u ft. 9 Iud; ma§ ©efdjricbtteS forberft bu, ^Sebant ? 
gaft bu nod; feiiteu Sttlattit, itidjt 9 JiantteSmort gefanitt? 

Sft'S itidjt genttg, baft mein gefprodjtteS SBort 
9 luf etoig foil mit ttteiitctt Xagctt fd;alteti ? 

Sttaf’t itidjt bie SBett itt alien ©trSuteit fort, 1720 

llnb titid; foil ein SSerfftredjett I;alten ? 

®od; biefer 2M;tt ift uttS inS ,§er'3 gelegt ; 

5 E 3 er mag fid; gem babon befreien ? 
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with myself, if thou canst cheat me with enjoyment, be 
that for me the last day ! I offer the wager. 

Mepiiistopheles. Done ! 

Faust. And my hand upon it ! If I shall say to the 
passing moment: ‘Ah, stay, thou art so fair!’ then 
mayst thou lay mo in irons ; then will I readily perish ! 
Then may the death-bell sound, then thou art free from 
thy service; the clock may stop, the index-hand fall; 
for me let time be over ! 

Mepiiistopheles. Consider it well ; we shall not forget it. 

FAUST. To that thou hast full right. I have not wantonly 
presumed. As I stand, I am a slave — what care I 
whether thine or whose ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. This vory day, at tho Doctor’s feast, 
I shall perform my duty as servant. Only one thing : — 
on account of [the uncertainty of] life or death, I must 
trouble you for a line or two. 

Faust. Pedant, dost thou require something written also 1 
Hast thou known neither man nor man’s word t Is it not 
enough that my spoken word shall dispose of my days 
for ever 1 Does not the world rave on in all its currents, 
and is a promise to hold mo 1 Yet this dolusion is 
placed in our hearts — who would willingly freo himself 
from it 1 Happy he who bears truth pure in his bosom ; 
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1724-1754 


SBeglilctt, luer ®reue rein im SBnfen ti'agt, 

Stein Dpfer tuirb il;tt je gereuen 1 172s 

Sltteitt ein Sperganteitt, BefdiricBen urtb Bepragt, 

Sift ein ©efpenft, Dor bent fid; ade fdjetten. 

®a§ SGSort erftirBt fd;oit in ber geber, 

®ic .fferrfdjaft fiiljren SBad;§ unb £ebcr. 

28 a§ loiUft bu, Biifcr ©eift, Doit ntir ? 173° 

Gsrs, JUtarmor, tpergament, papier ? 

©oil id; ntit ©riffet, SDteifjet, geber fd;rei6en ? 

Sid) gcbe jebe SSaljI bit frei. 
sotcni)iftot>i)2tcs. 2 Bie ntagft bu beiite Stebitcrei 
Slur gleid; jo I;ijjig iiBertreiBett ? 173s 

3 ft bod; ein jcbe§ SBIattdjen gut. 

®tt nnterseidjneft bid) mit eittent ®riJpfdjen 831 ut. 

3 a uft. SSeitn bie§ bir UBdig ©’ttiige tfiut, 

©0 ntag eS Bei ber grafjc BleiBeit. 
sotcnijiftonbetea. SBIut ift eiit gaits befottbrcr ©aft. 1740 
3 nu ft. SJtur Seine gurdjt, bag id; bicB SBiinbnifj Bred;c ! 

®ag ©treben nteiner ganjeit Kraft 
8 ft grabe baS, toa§ id; oerfpredie. 

3 dj I;aBe mid) ju t;od; geBIcifit ; 

3 u beinett Uiattg getjiir’ id; ttnr. 174s 

®cr grofje ©eift I;at mid; Oerfd;maI;t, 
ffior ntir Uerfd;Iiefjt fid; bie Statur. 

®eS ®enten3 gaben ift jerriffett ; 

SJtir efett tange nor attent SBiffen. 

Safj itt belt ®iefen ber ©initlid;feit 175° 

Un 3 glitfyenbe Beibettfdjaften ftiHeit ! 

3tt unburd;brnngnen 3auBerI;ulIcu 
©et) jebe§ SCButtber gleid; Bereit ! 

©tilrjen loir tins in bag 3 iaufd;en ber 3 eit, 
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no sacrifice will ever make liim repent ! But a parch- 
ment, written and stamped, is a spectre which all shrink 
from. The word dies away already in the pen; wax 
and leather hold the mastery ! What wilt thou, Evil 
Spirit, of me 1 — brass, marble, parchment, paper 1 Shall 
I write with graver, chisel, pen t I give thee each 
option freely. 


Mephistopheles. How can you forthwith overdrive your 
rhetoric so hotly 1 Surely any sort of leaflet will do. 
You will subscribe your name with a little drop of blood. 


Faust. If this will fully satisfy you, it may stand part of 
the farce. 


Mephistopheles. Blood is quite a peculiar juice. 


Faust. Only no fear that I shall break this compact ! 
The endeavour of my whole strength is precisely what 
I promise. I havo inflated myself too highly ; I belong 
to your grade only. The great Spirit has spurned mo ; 
Nature shuts herself against me. The thread of thought 
is snapped. I havo long been disgusted with all know- 
ledge. Let us allay our glowing passions in the depths 
of sensuality ! In impervious veils of magic, be evory 
marvel forthwith ready ! Let us cast ourselves into the 
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3ng SloKeit bcr SBegebentjeit I 1755 

Sa mag benit ©camera unb ©eitufi, 

©etingcn unb SBerbrufj 

SJlit cinnnber luedffctn, lute eg faun ; 

Slur rafttog bettjcitigt fid^ ber SERann. 
sBicubiftoubcicS- ©ltd) ift tein SJiafs unb giel gefejjt. 17& 
93eliebt’§ end) iiberalt gu nafd)eit, 

3m gtictjcu etluag gu ertjafdjen, 

SBetomm’ end) tuof|t, Inag end) erge|t. 

Slur greift mir gu, unb fetjb nid)t Bliibe I 
S nit ft. S)u f)i)reft fa, Uoit greub’ ift nid)t bie Slcbc. 1765 
Sent Saumet tueif)’ id) mid), bent fd)iuergtid)fteu ©enufi, 
SBertiebtem .gaff, erquideitbem SBerbruji. 

SJleiit SBufett, ber Dont SBiffeitgbrang geljeitt ift, 

©oil teincn ©djntergeit tiinftig fid^ Oerfdjtiefjcn, 

Hub luaS ber gattgen SJtenfdjtjeit gugettjeitt ift, 1770 

SBitt id) in meincnt innern ©etbft geniefjen, 

SJlit meinem ®eift bag fjodjft’ unb Sieffte greifen, 

3f)r SC8oI)I unb SBel) auf meinen Sitfeit tjiiufen, 

Unb fo mein eigen ©etbft gu iljrern ©etbft ermeitern, 

Unb, tuie fie fetbft, am ©nb’ and) id) gerfdjeitern. 1775 
a>ict>9ifti>ti<)eie8. D gtaube mir, bcr mandje taiifcub 3ntjre 
Slit bicfer tjarten ©gjeife taut, 

Safi non ber SBiege bi§ gur S3at)re 

Stein SJlenfd) ben atteu ©auerteig uerbaut I 

®taub’ unfer cinent, biefes ®mtge 1780 

3ft nur fiir ciiten ©ott gentad)t I 

©r finbet fidj in einem elo’gen ©tange, 

Uitg t)at er in bie giufternifs gebrad)t, 

Unb end) taugt eingig Sag unb Sladjt. 
gfau ft. Sttteiu id) mitt 1 1785 
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rushing of time, into the rolling of accident ! There, 
pain and pleasure, success and vexation, may then 
alternate with each other as best they can ! Only 
when unresting does man prove himself. 

Mephistopheles. No measure, or bound, is assigned to 
you. If you like to steal sweets everywhere, to snatch 
at anything as you fly by, much good may what pleases 
you do you ! Only fall to, and don’t be coy. 

Faust. You hear — don’t you ? — the question is not of 
pleasure. I devote myself to the whirl of passion, to 
the most poignant enjoyment, to enamoured hate, to 
animating vexation. My bosom, which is cured of the 
impulse to know, shall henceforth close itself against 
no pangs ; and that which is allotted to all mankind 
will I enjoy in my inner self. I will grasp with my 
spirit the highest and deepest; heap upon my bosom 
their weal and woe, and thus dilate my own individuality 
to theirs ; and, in the end, like themselves, I also will 
bo wreckod. 

Mephistopheles. Oh believe me, who many thousand 
years have been chewing on this hard food, that, from 
the cradle to the bier, no human being digests the old 
leaven ! Believe one of us, this Wholo is only made 
for a God ! He exists in an eternal brightness ; us he 
has brought into darkness ; and for you, day and night 
only are proper. 

FAUST. But I am resolved. 

I 
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1786-1815 


£01 c i> i ft 0 4) (> c ( c d. 5 Dag Icigt fid) Ijoren ! 

®ocf) nur Bor ©item ift ntir Bang ; 

®ie grit ift lurj, bie Stunft ift tang. 

3d; bcidjt', ifjr licjjet end; betepen. 

3 lffociirt end) mit cinem ipocten, 

2 a&t ben germ in ©ebanten fdftoeifett, 

Unb alte ebteit Quatitaten 
2tuf euern @t;renfd;eitet pufen, 

®cg Soiueit aJtutl), 

®eg girfcpg ©cpettigJeit, 

®e§ StaliditerS feting S3Iut, 

®e§ 9 lorbettg ®au’rbar!eit. 

2 n fit if; it cud; bad ©epimnijj finbctt. 

©rofjmutf; unb Slrgtift ju Berbinben, 
llttb eudi, mit iBarmen Sugenbtrieben, 

9 tad) einem $tane ju Berliebett. 
aJJoc^te fetbft fop einen gerren fennett, 

SDSiirb’ ip germ SOtifrofogmug nennen. 

S nu ft. SSSag bin id) bettn, loemt eg nidjt mbgtid) ift, 

®er SJtenfcpeit Shone ju errittgen, 

9 tad) bcr fid; atte ©inne bringen ? 1803 

‘Btevi)tftoBi)ctc8. ®u bift am ©tbe — tong bu bift. 

©ejj’ bir tperriiden auf Bon SJiiHioneit 2 odeit, 

©ej}’ beiitett gufi ouf ettenpp ©odeit, 

®u bteibft bod; itnmer, toag bn bift. 

3 a it ft. 3 d) fiitjt’g, Bergebeng pb’ id; atte ©cpp 1810 

®cg STtenfdjcugeiftg auf mid; prbeigerafft, 

Unb tuenn id; mid; am ©tbe nieberfep, 
duittt iituerlid; bocf; leine tteue Shaft ; 

3d; bin tticf)t urn ein gaar breit tjofjcr, 

SSitt bem Uneitbtidjen nid;t natjer. 1815 


1790 


179s 


1800 
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Mephistopheles. There ’s something in that ! But I am 
only anxious for one thing ; — time is short, art is long. 
I should think you would listen to reason. Associate 
yourself with a poet; let the gentleman sweep in 
thought, and heap all noble qualities on your honoured 
crown, — the lion’s courage, the stag’s swiftness, the 
Italian’s fiery blood, the steadfastness of the North ! 
Let him find out for you the secret of combining 
magnanimity with craft, and of your being in love, 
with the warm impulses of youth, after a set plan ! I 
myself should like to know such a gentleman ; I would 
call him Mr. Microcosm. 


Faust. What, then, am I, if it is not possible to wrest 
the crown of humanity which all the senses are pressing 
after 1 


Mephistopheles. You are in the end — what you are. 
Put on wigs of million curls, sot your foot upon ell-high 
socks, yet you remain ever what you are. 


Faust. I feel it; in vain have I swept together upon 
myself all the treasures of man’s spirit; and when, at 
the end, I sit down, still no new strength wells up 
within : I am not higher by a hair’s-breadth, am not 
nearer to the Infinite. 
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1816-1845 


9Kein guter gerr, iljr fefjt bie ©adjett, 

2 Bie man bie ©adjeit ctien fieljt ; 

2Sir miiffen ba§ gcfi^eibter ntadjen, 

@1) unS be§ SebenS ffrcube fiicljt. 

SBaS pettier 1 frcilid^ gcinb’ unb giific 1820 

Uitb Sopf mtb g , bie finb beitt ! 

Sod) aUe§, toaS id) frifd) geniefie, 

3ft ba§ brum lueitiger mein ? 

SBentt id) fed)3 gengfte ga^Iett fantt, 

©htb ifjre Srafte nid£)t bie meine ? 1825 

3d) renne p unb Bin ein renter SKamt, 

2(t§ I)iitt’ id) Oieniubjltmujig Seine. 

®rum frifdj I Safi afleS ©intten fctjtt, 

Unb grab’ mit in bie 2Mt l)iucin 1 

3d) fag’ eS bir : ein Seri, ber fpecutirt, 1830 

3ft inie ein Sfjier, auf biirrer geibe 

Son cittern bbfett ©eift ini SreiS fjcrunt gefiitjrt, 

Uttb rings untt)er liegt fcfjotte griine SBeibe. 

Sau ft. 2Bie faitgcn loir baS an ? 

£0tcf)tjiftof>ijcic3. SEBir gel)cit e6en fort. 

23a§ ift baS fiir ein SOtarterort ? 1835 

28aS f)eifit baS fiir ein Seben fiitjren, 

©id) unb bie 3ungenS ennutjiren ? 

Safe bit baS bent .germ 9iad)bar SBaitft I 

SBaS toiflft bn bid) baS ©trot) 311 brcfdjcn biagen ? 

®a§ S3efte, toa§ bu toiffen tannft, 1840 

®arfft bu ben SBubett bod) itid)t fagett. 

©teid) Ijor’ id) einen attf bent ©ange ! 

S a u ft. SOtir ift’S nid)t mogtid) itjn 3u feljit. 
anfUOiftobbeicS. ®er arme Snabe toartet lange, 
ffier barf nirfjt ungetrbftet gefjtt. 


1845 
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Mephistopheles. My good sir, you see things precisely 
as things are seen ; we must manage that more sensibly, 
before the joy of life flies from us. What the deuce ! 

surely hands and feet, and head and b m, they are 

yours ; but everything which I enjoy with zest, is that 
therefore the less mine 1 If I can pay for six stallions, 
are not their powers mine 1 I course along, and am a 
proper man, as if I had four and twenty legs. Then 
quick ! leave all reflection alone, and straight away with 
me into the world ! 1 tell you, a fellow who speculates 

is like a brute driven round in a circle on a barren heath 
by an evil spirit, and everywhere about lies fair green 
pasture. 


Faust. How shall we set about it 1 


Mephistopheles. Wo will just be off. What sort of 
torture-place is this 1 What sort of life to lead do you 
call this. — wearying oneself and the youngstors 1 Leave 
you that to your neighbour, Mr. Paunch ! Why will 
you plague yourself to thresh straw 1 Why, the best 
you can know, you dare not tell tho lads ! I hear one 
just now in the passage. 


Faust. It is not possible for me to see him. 


Mephistopheles. The poor lad is long a-waiting ; he 
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1846-1872 


ffontnt, gieb mir beinen Slot! unb SQiiifjc ; 

Sie 35ta§!e mufs mir tofttid) ftetjn. 

(Gt fleitet fic^j uni.) 

SJtuit iibcrlnfi e§ meinent SJBifjc ! 

3d) Braude nur cin SSiertclftiinbcfien 3cit ; 

3itbeffen ntadje bidj pr fdjBneit Satjrt bereit 1 1850 

(Saitft a6.) 

(in Swifts tangent Jtteibc). 

SBeracfjtc mtr Skrnunft unb SSiffenfdjctft, 

SeS fDtenfdjen nflerfiodjfte ®raft, 

Safi nur in SStenb- unb Saubertnerten 
Sidj Don bem Siigengeift beftarten, 

©0 £)ab’ id) bid) fdjoti unbebingt — 1855 

3f)m I)nt ba§ ©djidfat eiiten ®eift gcgebett, 

Scr ungebcirtbigt immer oortuartg bringt, 

Unb beffett iibereitteS ©treben 
Ser ©rbe Steuben iiberjpringt. 

Sen fd^tepp' id) burd) ba§ witbe Seben, i860 

Sitrdj ftad)e Unbcbcntenfieit ; 

Sr foil mir jappetn, ftarren, Heben, 

Unb feiner Unerfcitttidjfeit 

©oil ©peif’ unb Srattf Bor gier’geit Sippen fdjtocbett ; 

Sr mirb Srquidung fid) umfonft erftetjn ; 1865 

Unb tjiitt’ er fid) and) nidjt bem Seufct iibergeben, 

Sr miifjte bod) p ©runbe gcfjit ! 

(Sin ©coulee tritt auf.) 

Sifiiiiet. 3d) bin attpier erft lurje Qeit, 

Unb fomme, bolt Srgebenfjeit, 

Sinen SJiaun 511 fpredjett unb 511 femtett, 1870 

Sen aIXe mir mit Sfjrfurdjt neniten. 

Sure JfjiJftidjfeit erfreut mid) feljr ! 
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must not go uncomforted. Come, give me your gown 
and cap ; the disguise must suit me famously. 

(He changes his dress. ) 

Now leave it to my wit ! I only want a quarter of an 
hour’s time ; meanwhile make yourself ready for the 
fine trip. 

(Exit Faust. ) 


Mephistopheles (in Faust’s gown). Only despise reason 
and knowledge, tho highest strength of man ; only per- 
mit thyself to be confirmed in delusion and magic by the 
Spirit of Lies ; and then I have thee unconditionally ! 
Fate has given him a spirit which, unrestrained, is ever 
pressing forward, and whose overhasty endeavour o’or- 
leaps the joys of earth. Him will I drag through wild 
living, through flat triviality; he shall sprawl, stand 
amazed, stick fast ; and for his insatiableness, food and 
drink shall hover before his craving lips ; ho shall pray 
for refreshment in vain; and even had he not given 
himself over to the devil, he would still be lost. 

(A Student enters.) 


Student. I have been here but a short time, and come, 
full of devotion, to speak with, and to know, a man 
whom all namo to me with reverence. 


Mephistopheles. Your politeness gratifies me much. You 
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1873-1903 


Sfjr fe§t eiitcn SJtann, tuie attbre ntefjr. 

§abt if}r end) fouft fd)ott umgetffan ? 

3 rf> ik 1 c v- Qd) bitt' citc^, iteljmt cud) nteiner an I 1873 

Sdj fontntc mit adcnt gutcit SUtutf), 

2 eibfid)cm ©efb uitb frifdjent 93 Int ; 

SJicine SJiutter iuodte midi fount entferneit ; 

9 Jtbd)te gent luaS DledjtS fjieraufjen levnett. 
atc(jt)iftot)()i:tc8. ®a fcpb ifjr cbett red)t ant 0rt. 1880 

3 co it t c v. 2 (ufritf|tig, mbd)te fd)on luicber fort: 

Sit biefen SRauern, biefett fatten 
Sffiifl c 0 titir feitteSiuegS gefadeit. 

@3 ift eitt gar befd)ranfter ©aunt, 

9 Ratt fie()t nidjtS ©rimed, feittett ©aunt, 1885 

Unb in ben ©iifen, auf ben ©anfen, 

SSergeljt ntir §firen, ©etjn tutb ®ettfett. 
s»tct)i)iftot>i)cic 8 . ®a 3 fomrnt nur auf ©eloofinfjeit an. 

©0 ntmmt eitt ®inb ber SDiutter ©ruft 

9 iid)t g(eid) int Sfttfaitg iuidig an, 1890 

®od) balb entaljrt e 3 fid} mit Suft. 

©0 luirb ’3 end) an ber SBcidfjcit ©riiften 
9 Jtit jebent ®age ntcljr gefitften. 
skillet. 2 ftt ifjrent ,§at§ luid id) mit Steuben f)angen ; 

®od) fagt ntir nur, lute fault id} f)ingetaugen ? 1895 

sutcvtitfkonOetc^. Srftdrt cud), el) if}r lueiter gcfjt, 

23 ad lucipft i()r fiir cine Sacultat ? 

Srtjiiicf. 3d) lounfd)te red)t gefcfjrt 511 tuerben, 

Unb ntiSd}te gertt, lua§ auf ber ©rbett 
Unb in bem fiintmel ift, erfaffett, 1900 

®ie SBiffenfdjaft unb bie ©atitr. 
s»i c|> fj i ft on ijctcS. ®a fet)b if)t anf ber red)ten ©pur ; 

®od) uiiifjt ifjr end) nid)t jerftreuen faffen. 
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see a man, like many others : have you yet inquired 
elsewhere 1 

Student. I pray you, interest yourself for mo ! I come 
with every good disposition, tolerable means, and good 
spirits; my mother could hardly be brought to part 
with me : I would fain learn out hero something worth 
knowing. 

Mephistopheles. Here you are at the very place. 

Student. Frankly, I should like to bo off again already : 
these walls, these halls, are by no means to my taste. 
It is a very confined space; nothing green, no tree is 
to be seen ; and in the lecture-rooms, on the benches, 
hearing, sight, and thinking fail me. 

Mephistopheles. That only depends on habit. So, at 
first, a child does not take kindly to the mother’s 
breast ; yet soon it nourishes itself with pleasuro. So, 
with each day, will you take more pleasure at the 
breasts of wisdom. 

Student. I will hang with joy on her neck; tell mo, 
however, how I can get thore. 

Mephistopheles. Explain before you go further, what 
faculty you choose. 

Student. I should wish to bo profoundly learned, and 
comprehond what is upon earth and in heavon — scienco 
and nature. 

Mephistopheles. Thcro you aro on the right track ; you 
must not, however, allow yourself to bo diverted. 
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grtllft 


1 904- 1 933 


® rffiitcr. fjd) Bin babei mit ©eel’ unb Seib ; 

Sod) freitid) loiirbc niir begagen 1905 

©in meuig greiljeit unb 3ettnertreib 
Sin fd)ottcit ©ommerfeiertageit. 

s»icni)ifto()f)cic3. ©ebraudit ber 3eit ! fie gef)t fo fd)netl non 
fjinnen ; 

Sod; Orbnung leljvt end) 3eit getninnen. 

Sbiein tourer grettnb, id) rati)’ eud) brunt 1910 

Snerft Collegium logicum. 

Sa mirb ber ©eift end) roof)! breffirt, 

3n fpattifdje ©tiefeht eingefdntiirt, 

Safi er bebadjtiger fo fortau 

§infd)Ieidje bie ©ebanfenbafjn, 1915 

Unb nid|t ctroa, bie Srcuj unb Ouer, 

3rrlid)tetire fjitt uitb I)er. 

Sattn lefjret matt eud) ntandjeit Sag, 

Sag, >ua§ i()t fottfi attf ©inen ©d)Iag 

©etriebett, toie ©ffcn unb Srittfett, frei, 1920 

(Sing ! -jmei 1 brei I bajtt notljig fet). 

3tnar ift’g tttii ber ©ebattfenfabrif 
2 Bie mit einent SCBebernteifierftiid, 

2 Bo Gitt Sritt taufettb gtibcit regt, 

Sie ©djifflein fjeriiber, tjiituber fdjiefjen, 1925 

Sie gcibctt ungefeljen fliegen, 

©in ©d)tag taufenb SSerbinbititgen fd)tiigt. 

Ser ipijitofopi), ber tritt Ijeteitt, 

Unb betoeift eudj, esS ntiigt' fo fetjn : 

SasS ©rft’ mar' fo, baS 3 >neite fo, 193° 

Unb brunt ba§ Sritt’ unb SSierte fo ; 

Uttb luettn ba§ ©rft’ unb 3 meit’ nicfjt mar’, 

Sa§ Sritt’ unb SBiert’ mar' nimmermefir. 
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Student. I am heart and soul in the cause; but, to be 
sure, a little freedom and pastime would please me on 
fine summer holidays. 


Mepiiistopheles. Make use of time ! it passes hence so 
quickly; still method teaches you to gain time. For 
this reason, my dear friend, I recommend you, first, 
collegium logicnm. There your mind is well trained, 
laced up in Spanish boots ; so that thenceforth it may 
creep more circumspectly along the path of thought, and 
not perchance skip, like a will-o’-the-wisp, hither and 
thithor in all directions. Then many a day they will 
teach you that what formerly you have done at one 
stroke, as easily as eating and drinking, — one ! two ! 
three ! is necessary for it. It is indeed with the fabric 
of thought as with a weaver’s masterpiece, where one 
treadle moves a thousand threads : the shuttles shoot to 
this side and that ; the threads flow unseen ; one stroke 
ties a thousand knots. The philosopher — he steps in, 
and proves to you, it must be so : the first was so, the 
second so, and therefore the third and fourth are so ; 
and if the firet and second were not, the third and 
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Tyrtuft 


1934-1964 


®aS preifen bie @<$iiler nUer Drten, 

Stub abcr feine SSeber getoorbett. 1935 

2Ber ibid tna§ Sebettbig’s erfemten unb befdjreiben, 

©udjt erft ben ©cift IjerauSsutraben ; 

®ann l;at cr bie ®f)cilc in fehter $anb, 
gel)tt, Iciber 1 nut baS geiftige S 3 anb. 

Encheiresin naturaj ncntit’S bie Eljeinie, 1940 

©pottet iljrer felbft, unb loeiff nid|t tuic. 

3 rfj u t c v. S?aitn end; ttidjt eben gaits berftefjen. 
a«ct)i)iftot)i)cic8. ®a§ toirb nac^fteng fdjon beffer geijeit, 
SBetttt ifjv ternt atle§ rebucivcn 

Unb geljorig ctaffificiren. 1945 

Stf)uie«. SJlir toirb bon alle bent Jo buntm, 

2 t£S gittg’ ntir eitt SKulflrab ini Sfopf Ijeruttt. 
soicbbiftobbctcs. Dfndjfjcr, bor alien anbern Sacfjen, 

SJiufft it)r end) an bie SCRetapljyJil ntadjett I 

®a feljt, bafi ifjr tieffimtig fafjt, 1950 

2 Sa§ in be§ ajlenfdjeit $ivtt nid^t pafjt ; 

giir lua§ breitt gefit unb ttidjt bran gef)t, 

(Sitt prac^tig SBort 311 ®icnfteit ftefit. 

®od) borerft biefeg Ijalbe Qatjr 

9 tcf)int ja bee befiett Orbnung nwijr 1 195s 

giittf ©tunben l)abt ifjr jeben ®ag ; 

@et)b brittiteit ntit bent ©fodettfdjlag I 
§abt end; borljer tbofjl jtrciftarirt, 
ifkragraftljob tool)! eiuftnbirt, 

®amit if)r nadiljer beffet: feljt, i960 

®afj er nidjt§ fagt, als tnab int 93 ud;e ftef)t ; 

®od) eudj beS @cf)reiben 3 ja beffeifit, 

St£g bictirt’ end) ber fpeilig' ®eift ! 
skillet. ®aS fottt if)r ntir ttidjt stueintal fagcn I 
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fourth would never be. The students of all countries 
extol this ; but none have become weavers. He who 
wishes to know and describe anything living, seeks first 
to drive the spirit out of it ; he has then the parts in his 
hand ; only, unfortunately, the spiritual bond is lacking. 
Chemistry calls it encheiresis mturce, mocks her own 
self, and knows not in what way. 

Student. I can’t quite exactly comprehend you. 

Mephistopheles. That will go better anon, no doubt 
when you learn to reduce and classify everything 
properly. 

Student. I feel as stupid about all this as if a mill-wheel 
were going round in my head. 

Mephistopheles. Next, before all other things, you must 
set to at metaphysics. There, see that you conceive 
profoundly what does not suit the brain of man. For 
whatever enters and does not enter there, a pompous 
word is at your service. But, above all, be sure this 
half year to observe perfect regularity. You will have 
five lectures every day ; be in at the stroke of the clock ! 
Have yourself well prepared beforehand — paragraphs 
well-conned — -that you may see better afterwards that he 
says nothing but what is in the book ; yet be sure you 
apply yourself to taking notes, as if the Holy Ghost were 
dictating to you ! 


Student. You need not tell me that twice ! I figure to 
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S?««f t 


1965-1993 


3 d) bente niir, tuic Diet eg niipt ; 1965 

®emt mag man fdjmarg auf meifj Befi^t, 

Sami man getroft ttadj §aufc trageit. 

»icDi)iftot)i)ctc8. ®od) rnatjtt mir cine Sacultdt ! 

Sdjiitcv. 3ur SRedjtggelefjrfamteit faitn id) mid) nidjt Bequc> 
men. 

a«c()i)iftDt)i)c(c8. 3d) iamt es end) fo fetjr nidjt iifiel 
neljmen ; 1970 

3dj meifj, mie eg urn biefe Seljre ftetjt. 

@g crbeit fid; ©efcj}’ unb 9ted)te 
SBic eiite etu’gc Sranffjeit fort ; 

@ie fddeppeit oott ©efdjtedjt fid) 311m ©cfdjlcditc. 

Unb riideit fadjt Boit Ort 3U Drt. 1975 

SSernunft ttrirb Uitfinn, 3BoI)ltt)at ifStage ; 

SBef) bir, baft bu ein ©nfel 6ift ! 

93om Stedjte, bag mit ung geBoreit ift, 

S3on bent ift, leiber 1 itie bie grage. 

Zifiiicv. SJteiit 9l6fdjeu luirb burdj end) Bcrmetjrt. 1980 

0 gtiidtid) ber, ben itjr Beleljrt ! 
gaft ntiid)t’ id) nun ideologic ftubiren. 
a)icoi)ifto)>i)ctc8. 3d) tniinfdjte nid)t cud) irre 3U fiiljren. 
SBag biefe SBiffenfdjaft Betrifft, 

©g ift fo fdimer, ben fatfcfjen SBeg 3U meiben, 1985 

©g tiegt in itjr fo oiet Berborgneg ©ift, 

Unb Bon ber Strgenei ift’g taunt 311 unterfd)eibeu. 

9(nt Befteit ift’g audj t)ier, menu if)r nur ©iitett port, 

Unb auf beg SJtcifterg SBorte fdjmBrt. 

3tn ganjeit — fjattet end) an SBorte I 199° 

®amt gel)t it)r burdj bie fidjre S|Sforte 
3unt ®empet ber ©emifjljeit ein. 

Sifjiiicr. ®odj eitt Skgriff lmtf) Bei bem SBorte fepn. 
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myself how useful it is ; for what one has in black and 
white, one can confidently carry home. 

Mephistopheles. But pray choose a faculty ! 

Student. I cannot reconcile myself to jurisprudence. 

Mephistopheles. I cannot much blame you. I know 
how matters stand with this learning. Statutes and 
laws are inherited like an eternal disease; they trail 
from generation to generation, and move gently from 
place to place. Reason becomes nonsense ; beneficence, 
calamity. Woe to thee that thou art a grandchild ! 
Of the law which is born with us — of that, unhappily, 
there is never a question. 

Student. My repugnance is increased by you. Oh, happy 
he whom you instruct ! I should almost like now to 
study theology. 

Mephistopheles. I would not wish to lead you astray. 
As regards this science, it is so difficult to avoid the 
wrong way ; there lies in it so much hidden poison, 
which is hardly to be distinguished from the medicine. 
Here also it is best if you listen to one only, and swear 
by the master’s word. On the whole — stick to words ! 
You will then go in through the safe gate to the temple 
of certainty. 

Student. But there must be some idea connected with 
the word. 
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1994-2021 


9)i cpi)ifto)>f)cic$. ©cfjoit gut 1 Slur ntu& ntan fid) nidjt altju- 
ciugftlid) qudlcit ; 

®cntt eben loo fflegriffe fefylen, 1995 

Sa fteUt ein SBort jur redjteit fjeit fief) ciu. 

Sfffit SBortcit Ififjt fid) trefftid) ftreiten, 

SJlit SBorteit eiit @t)ftem bereiten, 

2 ln SBorte ffifjt fidf) trcfflid^ glau6cn, 

S8oit eiitent SGBort Icifft fid^ fetit Sota rauben. 2000 

ed)iiict. S 3 erjeif)t, id) Ijatt’ end) nuf ntit oieteit gragen, 

SUfetn id) ntufj eud) nodi bemiif)'n. 

SSotft if)r mir Oon bet SKcbicin 
Sliest auefi cin ftaftig 236 rtd)en fagen ? 

®rct 3of)t ift einc turje fjeit, 2005 

Unb, ©ott I bag getb ift gar 511 toeit. 

2Benn ntan eineit gingerjeig nut fjat, 

Scifit fidj’g fdjou efjer loeiter fiifjleu. 
a)!c(ji)ifto)it)ctc8 (fur fid)), gdj bin beg trodnen Song nun 
fatt, 

DJtnf) toieber redjt ben Senfet fpielen. 2010 

(CflUt.) 

®er ©eift ber SBtebicin ift fcid)t 511 faffeit ; 
gift burdjftubirt bie grofj’ unb Heine SSeft, 
lint eg am Gttbc gef)n 311 laffeu, 

SBic’g ©ott gefiiflt. 

SBergebettg, bag iljr ringgitnt loiffenfdjafttid) fefnoeift, 2015 
©in jeber lernt nur, ioag er lerneit faun ; 

®od) ber ben Slugettblid ergreift, 

®ag ift ber redjte SJlamt. 
gtjr fetjb ttod) jienttief) ioot)l gebaut, 

Stn Siifjnljeit toirb’g end) and) nidit fefjlen, 
llnb toenit if|r end) nur felbft oertraut, 


2020 
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Mephistopheles. Agreed ! Only one must not plague 
oneself too anxiously ; for just where ideas fail, a word 
makes its appearance at the right time. With words one 
may dispute admirably ; with words, prepare a system ; 
in words one may admirably put faith ; from a word 
no iota can be robbed. 


Student. Pardon, I detain you with many questions, but 
I must still trouble you. AVill you not also say one or 
two pithy words to me about medicine 1 Three years is 
a short time, and the field, God knows, is all two wide ! 
If one has but a hint, one can feel one’s way further all 
the more easily. 


Mephistopheles {aside). I am tired now of this dry 
tone : I must play the devil again with a will. {Aloud.) 
The spirit of medicine is easy to catch ; you study thor- 
oughly the great and little world, in order to let things 
go in the end as it pleases God. In vain you range 
scientifically round about ; each one learns only what 
learn he can ; but he who seizes the moment, that is the 
right man. You are protty tolerably well-built, nor will 
you be wanting in boldness ; and if you do but rely on 
K 
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SfrtUft 


2022-2048 


SSertraucn end) bie anbern ©eeten. 

SefottberS lernt bie SBeiBer fiiljren; 
ift itjr emig SBef) ititb Sldj, 

@0 taufcubfad), 2025 

Slug ©iitent $|3im!te jit curiren. 
llnb menu iljr fjalbmeg eljrbar tfjut, 

®amt Ifabt iljr fie all unter'm $ut. 

©in SEitel mufj fie crft Oertraulid) uiadjen, 

®afj eure ®unft biet IMnfte iiberfteigt ; 2030 

Bum SBitIJomm tafjfit iljr banit itnc§ alien ©iebenfadjett, 

Um bie eiu mtbrct bielc Qnljre ftrcid)t, 

SSerfteljt ba§ HSiifeleiit tooljt 511 briicfeit, 

Unb faffet fie, mit feitrig fd)lancit IBticfcn, 

SBol)t um bie fdjlanfe §itfte frei, 2035 

3u feljit, luie fcft gefdjniirt fie fey. 

Scfjiitcv. ®as fiefjt fdjott Beffer au§ I 9Jian fieljt bodj, mo unb 
mie. 

SBU-oOiftovbctcs. ©ran, tfjcurer greuub, ift atle Sfjcorte, 

Unb griin bc£ SeBeng gotbucr Saum. 

Sifjiiicv. 3d) fdjtoor' eud) 311, mir ift’g nig mie eiit Sraum. 2040 
®iirft’ id) eud) moljl eiit attbermal Befdjmeren, 

SBon cnrcr SBeigfjeitnuf ben ©runb 511 IjBren ? 
®!cu6iftot)()ctc8. SBag id) oerntag, foil gent gefd)el)n. 
Sitjuice. 3d) faint unntoglidj loieber gel)it, 

3dj ntufj eudj nocfj mein ©tammBucfl iiBerreidjen. 2045 
©onit’ eure ©uttft mir biefe§ Seicfjen I 
sstcubiftouBcicS- ©ef)rmot)t! 

(Gr fc^reibt unb ijiebt'S.) 

Sifjiitee (lie|l). Eritis sicut Deus, soientes bonum et 
malum. 

(SBloilirt clim'bietig 311 unb em)'ficf)U fid;. ) 
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yourself, otlier souls will rely on you. Learn in particu- 
lar to manage the women : their eternal Ohs ! and Ahs ! 
so thousandfold, are to he cured from a single point; 
and if you behave with moderate decorum, you will then 
have them all under your thumb. A diploma must first 
make them confident that your art surpasses the art of 
many others ; then, at tho outset, you feel your way to 
all the trifles for which another man is many years 
beating about : you understand how to press well the 
little pulse ; and you clasp them freely, with ardently 
sly glances, well round the slender hip, to seo how 
tightly it is laced. 

Student. That, to be sure, looks better! One sees, at 
any rate, the where and the how. 

Mepjiistopheles. Grey, dear friend, is all theory, and 
green the golden tree of life. 

Student. I vow to you, 'tis like a dream to me. Might I 
perhaps trouble you another time, to hear of your wis- 
dom thoroughly 1 

Mephistopheles. What I have in my power shall he done 
with pleasure. 

STUDENT. I cannot possibly go back before handing you 
my album. Lot your favour grant mo this token ! 

Mephistopheles. Very well. 

{He writes and gives it.) 

Student {reads). ‘ Eritis sicut Dens, scientes bonum et malum. 

{Shuts it reverently , and takes his leave.) 
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gaiift 


2049-2072 


a»ci>i)ifto(>fjc!cs. golg' nur bent atten ©prucfi unb nteiner 
SOMjnte, ber ©dflange, 

Sir itrirb getoifs einntal bet beiner ©ottafintidjfeit bange 1 

Smtft tritt auf. 

go uft. SBoIjitt foil e§ turn geljnV 2051 

an c tj t ft 0 1> i) c ( c s. SB o I) in e§ bir gefcittt. 

SBir fetjn bie fleiite, bann bie groftc SBett. 

Sliit metc^er greube, toeldjent Slujjen 
SBirft bu ben ©ttrfunt biirdjfdfntnrufjen ! 

K mi ft. aidctit bei nteinetn lattgett Sort 2055 

getjtt ntir bie leidjte Sebettdarl. 

©d tuirb ntir ber SSerfud) ttidjt gliidett : 

3d) touffte nie ntid) in bie SBelt 3U fdjiden ; 

SSor attbcrn fitfjt' id; ntid) fo Mein ; 

3d) inerbe ftet§ oerlegen feQtt. 2060 

s»tc(>t)tftot)i)cic8. SKcitt gnter grcuttb, bad tuirb fid) ailed 
gebett ; 

©obatb bu bir bertrauft, fobalb toeifjt bu 3U lebett. 

So « ft. 2Bie fotmnctt tuir benn aud bent Sand ? 

SBo Ijaft bu ^Sferbe, Sbnedjt uttb SSSagen ? 
s»tcf)f)tf*»bfietc3. SBir breiten nur belt SKatttel aud, 2065 
Ser foil uns bttrdf bie Sitfte tragen. 

Su itinttttft bei biefent liiljnett edjritt 
Dittr feiitcit grofjeu Silinbel mit. 

©in bifjdjen geuerluft, bie id) bereiten tnerbe, 

§ebt uttd beljettb bott bicfer ©rbe. 

Unb finb loir leidjt, fo geljt ed fdiited Ijinauf ; 

3d) gratutire bir sunt tteuett Sebettdlauf. 


2070 
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Mephistopheles. Only follow the old saying and my 
cousin the serpent, and assuredly, some time or other, 
you will grow uneasy with your likeness to God ! 

Faust {enters). AVhere shall we go now 1 

Mephistopheles. Where you please. We shall see the 
little, then the great world. AVith what joy, what pro- 
fit, will you sponge through the course ! 

Faust. But, with my long heard, I lack easy manners. I 
shall fail in the attempt ; I never knew how to adapt 
myself to the world. I feel myself so small before 
others ; I shall be constantly embarrassed. 

Mephistopheles. My good friend, all that will come by 
and by ! As soon as you rely on yourself, so soon do 
you know how to live. 

Faust. How, then, are we to start! AA r here have you 
horses, servant, and carriage 1 

Mephistopheles. AVe merely spread out the mantle : 
that is to carry us through the air. Only, in this bold 
step, you will take no big bundle. A little fiery air, 
which I shall prepare, will lift us quickly from this 
earth ; and if we are light, we shall mount rapidly. I 
congratulate you on your new course of life ! 
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»«!f t 


2073-2093 


2(ucrt>adj , d Hello.- iit SctJjflijj. 

3cdjc luftiflcc (ticfcMcit. 

S-vofrt). 2Bid leiiter trinfeit ? feitter todjen ? 

Sdj Witt end; letjreit ©efid;ter ntodjcn ! 

Stjr fetjb ja Ijeut mie naffeS ©trot;, 2075 

Uitb Brennt {oitft intnter tid;tcrIotj. 
sBvonbcc. ®a§ liegt an bir ; bit bringft ja itid;t§ tjerbei, 

SJMdjt eine ®untmf)eit, leiite ©auerei. 

3 -toftf) (giejjt it)m eitt @ta§ SBeitt u6er ben Jtobf). 

®a f;a{t bit beibed ! 
sBtniibcs. ®o|)pe£t ©d;luein 1 

Stofrfj. iooHt’ e§ ja, titan jolb e§ fetjxt ! 2080 

sicict. Bur SEfjitr’ fjittauS, luer {id; eutjtucit I 
Sftit offner 33 rn{t fiitgt Slittiba, fauft uitb fd;reit I 
Sluf ! £oHa! §0! 

atttmnticr. SBefj mir, id; bin berloven ! 

SBattmlttotte f;er ! bet Sterl fprengt mir bie Oljren. 

SicSci. SBemt ba§ ©emiitbe ttrieberfdjatlt, 2085 

giiljtt ntan erft red;t be§ S 3 affe 3 ©runbgetoatt. 
n-voirf). ©0 reditl fjinatiS mit bent, bet - ettoaB iibel nimrnt I 
Si 1 tarn lara ba 1 
2tUmnt}cr. St 1 tara tara ba ! 

Bvofrfi. ®ic SM;teit fiitb geftitmnt. 

(©ingt.) ®aB liebe, Ijeit’ge 8ii>m’fd;e Sieid;, 2090 

28 ic fifitt’B ttur nod; jufoittmen ? 

'Bmufcce. (Sin garftig Sieb I 5 ) 5 fui ! eitt {totitifdj Sieb I 
(Silt teibig Sieb ! ®aitft ©ott mit jcbent SKorgen, 
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Auerbach’s Cellar in Leipzig. 

Drinking-bout of boon-companions. 

Frosch. Will no one drink — no one laugh ? I ’ll teach 
you to pull long faces 1 Why, to-day you are like wot 
straw, and at other times you always burn blazingly. 

Brander. That is your fault; why, you bring nothing 
towards it : not one foolery, no beastliness. 

Frosch ( pours a glass of wine over his head). There you 
have both ! 

Brander. Double swine ! 

Frosch. AVhy, you wanted one to bo so ! 

Siebel. Out at the door with him who quarrels ! With 
open breast strike up a chorus, swill, and shout ! Up ! 
holla ! ho ! 

Altmayer. Woe ’s me, I am lost ! Cotton here ! The 
varlet splits my ears. 

Siebel. When the vault echoes again, one feels all the 
more the deep power of the bass. 

Frosch. Right ! Out with him who takes anything amiss ! 
Ah ! tara, lara, da ! 

Altmayer. Ah 1 tara, lara, da ! 

Frosch. Our throats are tuned. (Sings.) ‘The dear, 
holy Roman Empire, how holds it possibly together V 

Brander. A nasty song ! Fie ! a political song. An 
offensive song ! Thank God every morning that you 
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lynuft 


2094-2119 


®ofj ifjr nidjt brnudjt fiir’d 9 iom’fcf|e 9 ieicf) 311 forgeit ! 

3d) tjalt’ ed JuenigftenS fiir reid)lid)en ©eminn, 2095 

®afj id; ittdfjt SMfer ober SDanjter bin. 

®odj mufi aucf) mtd citt Dberpaupt nidjt fefiten ; 

SBir moden einen fpapft ertnafden. 

3f)r mifft, metdj eiite Clualitat 

®en Sludfdjtag gicbt, ben dJiann erfjiiljt. 2100 

Srofrf) (ftiigt). ©fining bid) auf, grau 91 ad)tigad, 

©ruff’ rair mein Sie6df;eit 3cl)entaufenbmal 1 

Sicftci. ®ent Siebdjen feinen ©rufi! 3d) 'Did baBon nic^ts 
ljtiren ! 

S-i-ofrf). ®em SiebdEien ©nifi itnb Sufi ! bu mirft mir’d nidjt 
Bermefjren ! 

(Singt.) Stieget aitf ! in ftider 3 tad)t. 2103 

fftiegel anf ! ber Sicbfte iuadjt. 

'Jtiegel 511 ! bed SJtorgend friit). 

SicBei. finge, fiitge nur, mtb lob’ nttb r itbjrue fie I 
3d) mid 311 nteiiter 3eit fcfjon ladjen. 

©ie fjat micf) angefiitjvt, bit mirb fie’d a ltd) fo madjen. 2110 
gum Siebften felj cut Sobolb ifjr befdjert ! 

®er mag mit ifjr auf einem Sreuglneg fdjafern ; 

©in alter 93 orf, luenit er Born SBioddberg fefjrt, 

Stfiag irn ©alopp nod) gute SJlacfjt il;r ntetfern I 

©in braBer Seri Bon astern gleifd) unb SSlut 21x3 

3 ft fiir bie ®irne Biel 311 gut. 

3d mid Boit feinem ©rufe miffen, 

Slid itjr bie geitfter eingefdjmiffen ! • 

'■Ovanbcf (auf ten ft$tagenb). 

ifSafjt auf ! pafjt auf ! ©epordjet mir ! 
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have not the Roman Empire to care for ! I at least 
hold it large gain that I am not Emperor or Chancellor. 
Still, to us also a chief must not be lacking : we will 
elect a Pope. You know what sort of quality turns the 
scale and elevates the man. 


Frosch (sings). ‘ Soar up, dame nightingale ; greet me my 
sweetheart ten thousand times ! ’ 

SlEBEL. No greeting to the sweetheart ! I will hear 
nought of it ! 


Erosch. Greeting and kiss to the sweetheart ! You shall 
not hinder me ! (Sings.) ‘ Open bolts ! in still night. 
Open bolts ! the lover wakes. Shut bolts ! in early 
morn.’ 

SlEBEL. Ay, sing, sing away, and laud and extol her ! I 
doubt not I shall laugh when my time comes. She has 
taken me in; she will do the same for you. May a 
goblin be bestowed on her for a lover! He may toy 
with her on a cross way. An old ram, when ho returns 
from Blocksberg, may bleat, on the gallop, good night 
to her ! A worthy fellow of genuine flesh and blood is 
far too good for the wench. I will hear of no greeting 
but smashing her windows ! 


Brander (striking the table). Attend ! Attend ! Listen to 
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a-auft 


2120-2146 


Stir gerrn, geftep, id) tBeifj p tcben ; 2120 

aSerliebtc Sente fiptt per, 

Unb biefen muff, ttac§ ©tanbSgebiip, 

3ur gutert Sftadft idj tna§ pm SSeften geben. 

©ebt 9ldjt 1 ein Sieb Bom neuften ©cptitt 1 

Uitb fingt ben diunbreim Irnfttg ntit ! 212 s 

(@t fingt.) @3 luar cine 3tatt’ tilt Sicderncft, 

Sebte itur Bon Sett unb SJutter, 
gatte fid) ein Sftcinjtein mtgcmdft, 

9U3 tnie bee ®oltor Sutler. 

®ic StBcpn ptt’ ip ©ift geftedt ; 2130 

®a marb’3 fo eng i()r in bee SBclt, 

5U3 ptte fie Sieb’ iut Scibe. 

Cl) Of ud (jam^jenb). 

9(13 ptte fie Sieb’ itu Scibe. 

wtmiBcv. @ie fup permit, fie flip prims, 

Unb foff au3 nden ffjfiipn, 2135 

Sernagt’, scrirap’ ba3 gaitjc gau3, 

SBodte niip3 ip - SCSiitpit niipn ; 

@ie tpt gar mancpn 9tengftefpung ; 

SBalb ptte ba3 arnte ®pcr gcnung, 

SItS ptt’ eS Sieb’ int Seibe. 2140 

eiioviis. 9113 ptt’ eS Sieb’ int Seibe. 

®vnnBce. Sie fain Bor Stngft am pden ®ag 
®er Hiid)e pgetaufcn, 
giet an ben gerb unb pdt unb lag, 

Unb tpt erbcirmtidj fdjnaufen. 2145 

®a ladjte bie Scrgifteriu nod) : 
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me ! Confess, gentlemen, I know how to live. Love- 
sick people are sitting here, and these I must favour 
with a song to suit their quality, by way of good-night. 
Mark ! A song of the newest cut ! And take part in 
the chorus lustily ! {He sings.) 


‘ There was a rat in the cellar-nest, lived only on fat and 
butter, had fattened a little paunch for itself, like Doctor 
Luther. The cook had laid poison for it ; then things got 
as tight for it in the world, as if it had love in its belly.’ 


CHORUS {shouting). ‘As if it had love in its belly.’ 


BrANDER. 1 It ran round, it ran out, and drank up all the 
puddles, gnawed, scratched the whole house ; its fury 
could avail nothing; it made full many a bound of 
anguish ; soon the poor beast had enough, as if it had 
love in its belly.’ 


Chorus. ‘As if it had love in its belly.’ 


Brander. ‘ It came running into the kitchen, for anguish, 
in broad day ; fell on the hearth, and palpitated, and 
lay, and panted pitiably. Then laughed the poisoner 
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2147-2172 


6a 1 fie pfcift auf bcm lenten Sod), 

9 ( 1 § tjiittc fie Sieb’ int Seibc. 

Gtumts. 2 tt§ fjiittc fie Sieb’ int Seibe. 

®)c6ci. SBie fic§ bie flatten S 3 urfd)c freuen ! 2150 

©§ ift ntir cine red)te Sunft, 

Sen arrnen Statten ©ift 311 ftrcueit I 
s8ront>cv. @ie fteljn tool)! fel)t in bciner ©unft? 

-jutmnijev. Set ©djmetbaudj mit bet fallen iptatte! 

®a§ Ungtiid mad)t itjn saljnt unb mitb ; 215s 

@t fictit in bet gefdjiootlnen 3 iatte 
@eiit ganj natMidj ©benbilb. 


Srauft mit) 9)2cVl)ifto^0c(cd. 

s»!cj)t)ifto))t)ctc3. 3d) ntufi bid) nun oor alien ®ingen 
3n luftige ©efellfdjaft btingen, 

®amit bu fieljft, tuie leidjt fidj ’3 leben lajjt. 2160 

Sent SSolfe t)ier mitb jebet Sag eitt geft. 

9 Jtit loenig SBijj nttb biel S8el)ageu 
®ret)t jebet fidj int engen Si^teltauj, 

23 ie junge S?afeen ntit bent ©dgoatts. 

SBenn fie nid)t iiber Sbofiftoelj flagen, 2165 

So long bet SBirtl) nut loeiter borgt, 

©inb fie bergniigt nnb nnbeforgt. 

4)rnn»cv. ®ie fomnten ebeit Bon bet SReife, 

SDtan fielft'd an itjrer iounberlidjen SBeife ; 

@ie finb nidjt eiite ©tunbe Ijiet. 2170 

Svoftf). SBaljrljaftig, bu (jaft 9 tedjt ! IDteiu SJeibjig lob’ id) 
mit I 

©3 ift ein Hein $ari§, unb bilbet feine Sente. 
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still : “ Ha, it is at its last gasp, as if it liacl love in 
its belly.’” 

Chorus. ‘As if it had love in its belly.’ 

Siebel. How the vulgar fellows are delighted ! It is, 
methinks, a proper art to strew poison for the poor 
rats ! 

Brander. I presume they stand high in your favour 1 

Altmayer. The paunch with the bald pate ! Ill-luck 
makes him tamo and mild ; he sees in the swollen rat 
his own quite natural image. 


Faust and Mepuistopheles. 

Mephistopiieles. Before all things, I must now bring you 
into merry company, that you may see how lightly life 
may be passed. To these people hero each day becomes 
a holiday. With little wit and much satisfaction, each 
turns round in the narrow circle-clance, like kittens with 
their tails. If they do not complain of a headache, — so 
long as their host does but give further credit,— they 
are pleased and unconcerned. 

Brander. They are just come from a journey; one sees it 
in their strange manner; they have not been here an 
hour. 

Frosch. Truly you are right ! Leipzig is the place for 
me ! It is a little Paris, and forms its folk. 
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2173-2197 


sicDct. giir ttmg fiefift bu tie grembett on ? 

Stoftfj. £af; mid; ttur gek 1 Set eineitt Oottett ©laje 
Qiel;’ id;, lute eitten Sinberjn^n, 2:75 

®ett Sttrfd;en leid^t bie SSiirmer aug ber 9 tafe. 

©ie fd;eitten ntir aug einent ebten $attg, 

©ic ftcl;cu ftofj imb unjufrieben aug. 

3 Karttfd;reier fiitb’g geloifj, id; loette! 

2Utiunljcv. Sicfleidjt. 

Svofifj. ©iebt 9 tdit, idj fd;rattbe fie I 2180 

smcptjiftoiMjcicd (511 gauft). Sett ®eufet fpitrt bag SiJtfdjen 
ttie, 

Unb toentt er fie kirn Sragett fjcitte ! 

S mi ft. ©etjb ung gegriifjt, it;r §errn! 

Sictict. Siel ®anf junt ©egettgrtifj I 

(Scife, 0JicpI)*flo)3^e(cS »ou fcec <Seite anfcfjenb.) 

S 5 Sa§ Ijinlt ber Seri nuf etnent guff ? 
anc;ifjHfot><)e<«3. Qft eg ertaubt, ung and; 511 end; 3U fejjen ? 
©tatt eineg guten Srttnfg, ben ntott ttidjt t;aben fattn, 2185 
©ott bie ®efet(fd;aft ting ergefeen. 
sutmnijcc. 3k' fd;cint ein feljr uertuofiiiter SKattit. 

Stofi®. 3k f e k took fpiit bon dii^pad; aufgebrodjen ? 

$nbt ik wit fjerrctt §ang nod; erft 3 it 9 iad;t gcfpcift ? 2190 
a)tcvi)tftovt)ctc8. dpent finb loir ik oorbcigereift ; 

2Bir I;abcu it; it bog tefjtemai gejprodjen. 

Son feinett Settern nmfjt’ er oiet ju fagen, 

Siel ©riifjc f;nt er ttitg an jebeit aufgetragen. 

(ffic nelgt ftcty gegen Bvufd;.) 

atitniatjce (teife). ®a I;aft bu’g 1 ber Oerftef;t’g 1 2195 

sicOci. ©in pfiffiger patron ! 

Stof it). Sitttt, ttmrte nnr, id; trieg’ it; it }d;onl 
fOictibiftonOetcS. SB (tint id; nid;t irrte, IjBrten loir 
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Siebel. What do you take the strangers for 1 

Frosch. Just let me go my own way ! With the help of 
a full glass, I will worm out the fellows’ secrets as easily 
as a child’s tooth. They seem to me from some noble 
house ; they look proud and discontented. 

Brander. They are mountebanks to a certainty, I wager. 

Altmayeu. Perhaps. 

Frosch. Mark, I ’ll chaff them ! 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). These people would never 
scent the devil, even if he had them by the throat. 

Faust. Our greetings, gentlemen ! 

Siebel. Many thanks in return ! (Aside, looking askance 
at Mephistopheles.) Why does the fellow limp on one 
foot 1 

Mephistopheles. Is it permitted us also to sit with you 1 
We shall have company to cheer us, instead of good 
liquor, which one cannot have. 

Altmayeu. You seem a very pampered man. 

Frosch. Probably you have set forth at a late hour from 
Rippach 1 Did you sup previously with Mr. Hans 1 

Mephistopheles. To-day we travelled past him : last 
time, wo spoke to him. He had much to say of his 
cousins; he charged us with many greetings to each. 
(He bows towards Frosch.) 

Altmayer (aside). You have it there ! He ’s wide-awake ! 

Siebel. A sharp fellow ! 

Frosch. Now, only wait, I shall have him, no doubt. 

Mephistopheles. If I was not mistaken, we heard prac- 
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©ciibte ©tintnten ©goru§ fingett ? 

©etoig, ©efang ntug trefflid^ gier 

Son bicker SSbfbmtg toieberfliitgcn ! 2200 

aftofrf). ©egb igr toogf gar ein SirtuoS ? 

s»ic()t)ifto()i)ctc3. Ditetn! bte Kraft ift fcgmacg, aUeitt bie 
Sitft ift grog. 

autmni)cv. ©ebt nit§ ein Sieb ! 

SBfcotliitoobeicS. 2Benn igr begegrt, bic SKettge. 

Sieoct. 91 ur aucg ein nageftteueS ©tiicf ! 

soicvOiftobOcics. 2Bir fontmeit erft att§ ©pattien juriitf, 2205 
®ent fcgbnen Sanb beS SBeittS nnb ber ©efattge. 

(Siugt.) ©§ tear eimnat ein Sfonig, 

®er gatt’ eineit grogen gfog — 

Stofrfj. §orcgtl eineit gfogl §abt igr ba§ toogf gefagt ? 

©in gfog ift ntir ein faubrer ©aft. 

S»!et>l)tftot>bete3 (f»' 9 <). 

©3 toar einntat ein Sfottig, 

®er fjatt’ einen grofjen gfog, 

®en ticbt’ er gar nicgt luenig, 

3 ff§ toie feinen eignen ©ogn. 

®a rief cr feinen ©cgneiber, 

®er ©cgneiber fam Ijeran : 

®a, mifs bem Stutter Steiber, 

Unb tttifi if) tit §ofett an ! 

tBvanOcr. Sergegt ltnr nicfjt, bem ©cgneiber einjufcgarfen, 
®afi er mir aufS genaufte nttfit, 2220 

Unb bag, fo fieb feitt Sfogf ifjttt ift, 

®ie Sojett feine gaften toerfen ! 


2215 
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tised voices singing in chorus 1 Certainly singing must 
resound superbly from this vault. 

Frosch. Is it possible that you are a virtuoso 1 

Mephistopheles. Oh no ! the power is weak, but the 
desire is great. 

Altmayer. Give us a song ! 

Mephistopheles. Plenty, if you like. 

Siebel. But mind, a brand-now piece ! 

Mephistopheles. We have just returned from Spain, the 
fair land of wine and song. (Sings.) 

‘ Once upon a time, there was a king, who had a great flea — ’ 

Frosch. Hark, a flea ! Did you rightly catch that 1 A 
flea, methinks, is a pretty customer. 

Mephistopheles (sings). ‘ Once upon a time, there was a 
king, who had a great flea, which ho loved not a little, 
as ’twere his own son. Then called he his tailor ; the 
tailor drew near. “There, measure the young squire 
for clothes, and measure him for breeches ! ” ’ 

Brander. Only forget not, prithee, to enjoin the tailor 
that ho measure with the greatest nicety, and that, as ho 
loves his head, the breeches throw no creases ! 

L 



1C2 


ft-rtUft 


2223-2250 


SIRcpfyifiopljcIcd. 

git ©anttitet mtb iit ©eibc 
2 Bar cr nitn nngetljait, 

gatte SBattber auf bent Slcibe, 2225 

gatt’ and) ettt Sreitj baratt, 

Unb iuar fogleidj SCRiitifter, 
llnb tjatt’ eitteit grofjctt ©tent. 

Sa ttntrbcn feme ©efcfjtoifter 

SBet gof’ auefj grojfe gerrtt. 2230 

Uttb germ uitb grautt atn gofe, 

Sie tunreit fefjr gcplagt, 

Sic Siinigin uttb bie gofe 
©eftodfjen uttb geitagt, 

Uttb burften fie ttidjt fniefett, =235 

Uttb tueg fie jtttfctt ititfjt. 

2 Bir fnidfett uttb erftiefeu 
Sodfj gteidE), htentt einer ftidjt. 

KIjovuS (jaudijcnc). 

SJBir littden uttb erftiefett 
Sod) gteidf), tocittt einer fiicfit. 2240 

Svofitj. SBratiol SBratio! ba§ htar fdjott ! 

SicOet. ©0 foil e§ jebettt glob) ergefjtt I 
veueber. ©pijjt bie ginger mtb fmdt fie feitt ! 
acitmntjer. ©3 lebe bie greifjeit I eS lebe ber SBeitt ! 
tJKct)f)iftoi)t)«tc3. gdj trdiife gem eitt ©la§, bie greiljeit fjotfj 
5't eljren, 2245 

28 etttt ettre SBeine ttttr ein bifjd;en beffer tttciren. 

SicOet. SBir ntiigett ba§ ttidjt tttieber Ijorett I 
s»tct>t)iftot)t)cte3. gd; fihrdfjte nur, ber SBirtfj befdjtueret fidj , 
©oitft gab’ id) biefen tuertlfen ©often 
SlttS uttfernt Seller toa§ junt Sefteit. 2250 
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Mephistopheles. 1 In velvet and silk was he now attired, 
had ribbons on his coat, had also a cross thereon, and 
was forthwith minister, and had a great star. Then his 
brethren also became great lords at court. 

‘And lords and ladies at court, they were sorely plagued; 
tho queen and the waiting women wore pricked and 
bitten, and dared not crack them, nor scratch them away. 
But we crack and stifle directly when one pricks.’ 

Chorus {shouting). ‘ But we crack and stifle directly when 
one pricks.’ 

Frosch. Bravo ! bravo ! That was capital. 

SlEREL. So may it befall every flea ! 

BrANDER. Point your fingers, and nab them cleverly ! 

Altmayer. Liberty for ever ! .Wine for over! 

Mephistopheles. I would willingly drink a glass in high 
honour of liberty, if only your wines were a little bit 
better. 


SlEBEL. We don’t desire to hear that again ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. I only feared the landlord would be 
annoyed ; otherwise, I would treat these worthy guests 
out of our cellar. 
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g«uft 


2251-2270 


SicOci. 91nr immer Ijer I id; neljm'S auf mid;. 

Stofiij. @d;afft iljr ciit guteS ©ta§, fo loodeit loir end; lofieit. 
diur geBt rtidEit gar 511 fleinc 5)3roBen ; 

®ettit tocnn id; jubiciren jot(, 

SSertang’ idj audj ba§ 23iaul red)t bod. 225s 

autmutjcr (leifc). ©ie fittb bom 9lt;eine, loie id) ffmre. 
soicbBiftobbcicS. ©djafft eineit S3of;rer ait ! 
aitniiticc. 28 a§ fod mit bem gefd)cf;n ? 

3I)r IjaBt bodj itid;t bie gaffer bor ber ®I;iire? 

3titmnt)cv. ®al)intett I;at ber 2Birt§ eitt ®6r6d)eit 2Ber!3eug 
fieljit. 

ancbbtdobBeicS (iiiinmt ben SBol;m). 

( 3 u 5 rofc$.) 

Slim fagt, long tniinfd;et ii;r jit fd;meden ? 2260 

Svofcb. 2Bie meiitt il;r ba§? §abt it;r fo ntaitdjertei ? 
smcbbiftobBcicS. 3d; fted’ cS einent jebcit frei. 

2(ihii(tt)cr (ju gvofrfj). 9 tf)a ! bit fciitgft fdjoit an, bie Sipfien 
aBjnteden. 

Svofrf). ©nil toenn id; loaf; ten fod, fo Ibid id; 3it;eiitlnein 
IjaBcit. 

®a£ SBaterlanb berleif;t bie aderBcftett ©aBeit. 2265 

soicbbiftobbeics (inbem cr an bem 23 ta(s, too Srofd) fi(st, eitt 
Sod) in ben Sifdjranb Bo(;rt). 

S3erfd;afft ein inenig 28ad)§, bie iJSfrofifeit gteid; ju ntad;eit ! 
autiicntjce. 2ld;, ba3 finb ®afdjenff)ieterfad;en I 
ancbbiftobDcieS (3“ SSranber). llitb iijr? 
iBtnitbcr. 3d; toid Gfjamfiagnerincitt, 

littb red;t ntuffireitb fod er feljn ! 

bo^rt; cinec $at iuteffen tie HBac^tyfropfcn gemac^t 
unb vrvfitfpft.) 

SJlatt faittt nid;t ftet§ ba§ grentbe nteiben, 


2270 



Auerbach’s Cellar in Leipzig 


165 


SlEBEL. Hither with it by all means ! I take it upon 
myself. 

Frosch. If you provide a good glass, we will praise you. 
Only don’t give samples all too small; for if I am to 
judge of the quality, I like my mouth right full. 

Altmayer {aside). They ’ro from the Rhine, as I guess. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. Procure a gimlot. 

Brander. What ’s to be done with it 1 You have not, I 
presume, the casks at tho door 1 

Altmayer. The landlord has a little basket of tools stand- 
ing behind there. 

Mephistopheles {taking the gimlet. To Frosch). Now 
say what you would wish to taste t 

Frosch. How do you mean 1 Have you so many sorts 1 

Mephistopheles. I leave it to every one’s choice. 

Altmayer (to Frosch). Aha, you begin to lick your lips 
already ! 

Froscii. Well ! If I am to choose, I will have Rhine-wine. 
The Fatherland bestows tho very best of gifts. 

Mephistopheles ( boring a hole in the edge of the table , at 
the place where Fiiosch is sitting). Get a littlo wax to 
mako tho stoppers directly. 

Altmayer. Ah, these are juggler’s tricks ! 

Mephistopheles (to Brander). And you 1 

BrandeR. I’m for champagne, and let it bo right 
sparkling ! 

(Mephistopheles bores ; one of them has meanwhile matte the 
wax-corks and stopped the holes. ) 

One cannot always avoid what is foroign ; tho good 



1C6 


3f«n*ft 


227I-22Q4 


®a§ ©ute liegt mt§ oft fo fern. 

©in cidjter bcutfdjcr SJianit mag Jcinett grangett Iciben, 

®od) ilfrc SBeine trinft er gent. 

SicDci (inborn fid; SMcpt;iftopfyete3 feineiu iPIn^e naljert). 

3idj nutfj geftetjn, ben fauent mag id) nid^t. 

©ebt mil - ein ©Ia§ wont tic^ten fiiffen ! 2275 

sncptiiftopticics (botyrt). Gud; fed fogteid; ®ofaicr flie^en. 
autmnijcr. Stein, .fperrett, fefjt mir iit§ ©efid;t! 

Qd; fct;’ e3 ein, iijr Ijabt nn§ nnr gum SBefteit. 
ancptjiftoptjcics. Gi ! Gi ! mit foldjett ebteit ©iiften 
SBcir’ e§ ciit bifjdjen Diet getuagt. 2280 

®efd;ioiub ! Slur grab' I;crau§ gefagt ! 

SJtit tueld;etn SSBeinc faun id; biencit ? 
autmntjcr. SDiit jebent ! Stur nidjt tang gefragt I 

(Dladjbem tie Coc^cc a((c gcOoljrt unb vcrfiopft finb.) 

sncpfjiftoptjctcs (mit feltfamen ©eberbett). 

Sraubeu tragi ber SBcinftod, 

Corner ber Biegeubod ! 2285 

®er SBeitt ift faftig, .fjotg bic Stebcit, 

®er fjotgerue ®ifd; tann SBein and; gebett. 

Gin tiefcr S3Ikf in bic Statur I 
§ier ift ein SButtber, gtanbct ttur ! 

Stun 5iel;t bic ipfropfcit, unb gcniefjt ! 229° 

ante (iitbent fte bio Uivopfen gie^en utib jebcm ber pcvlangte SBeiu 
iuS ©tab lauft). 

O fd;oner SSritnnen, ber uit§ ftiegt I 
s»tcpi)iftopi)cic8. Stur Ijiitet end), baft i(;r mir nirfjtS Uergieft 1 1 

(@ic trinfeu luictcv^olt.) 

attic (ftngen). Un§ ift gang laitnibalifdj luot;t, 

9tt§ toie filnft;unbert ©auett l 



Auerbach’s Cellar in Leipzig 


167 


lies often so far from us. A true German cannot bear 
Frenchmen, but lie willingly drinks their wines. 

Siegel ( while Mephistopheles approaches his place). I 
must own, I don’t like it acid ; give me a glass of genuine 
sweet. 

Mephistopheles (horing). Tokay shall flow forthwith for 
you. 

Altmayek. No, gentlemen, look me in the face ! 1 per- 

ceive you are only making game of us. 

Mephistopheles. Heyday ! With such noble guests, it 
would be a little bit high-hazarded. Quick ! Only 
speak out at once ! What wine may I serve you with 1 

Altmayek. AVith any. Only don’t be long asking ! 

Mephistopheles (with strange gestures, after all the holes 
are bored and stopped). ‘ The vino bears grapes, the he- 
goat horns. AVine is juicy, vines are wood. The wooden 
table can also yield wine. A deep glance into nature ! 
Here is a miracle ; only have faith ! ’ 

Now draw the stoppers and drink ! 

All (while they draw the stoppers, and the desired wine runs 
into each one's glass). Oh beautiful spring, that flows 
for us ! 

Mephistopheles. Only take care that you spill mo no- 
thing. 

( They drink repeatedly.) 

All (singing). 1 We are as jolly as cannibals, like five 
hundred swine ! ’ 
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S5*«f t 


2295-2312 


9)ict>i)iftot>i)cic3. ®a§ Soil ift fvei ! @ef;t ait, toie t»ot;t’8 iljm 
gcljt I 229S 

Sou ft. gd; Ijcittc Suft ttutt aBjttfa^ren. 

SBtct)i)tftot)f)ctc8. ©ieb nur erft 2 Id|t I bie SSeftialitat 
Sffiirb fic^ gav I;errlicfj offenbaren. 

©icbci (trinft im#ovftd)tig; ber SCBein fliefit auf bie ©tbe unb 
wirb jiir glnmnte). 

§etft I Setter I fielft I ®ie §6t(e 6rennt I 
SDicf)i)tftof>iJcle3 (bit fflamme befpredjenb). 

Set; rttf|ig, freuttblidi ©lenient I 2300 

( 3 u bem ©cfcllcn.) 

giir bie§ntal mat e§ nur eiit Sropfctt gegefeuer. 

©icbci. 2 Ba 3 foil ba8 feljit ? Start' I il;r bejaljlt eS 
tljeuer ! 

©8 fd;einet, ba& it)r uu8 ttidjt femtt. 

Brofiii. Safi ©r tttt8 ba§ 311m jloeitcitntale bleibeit I 
autmnijcv. gd; bad;t’, luir Ijtegeu il;tt gang fadjte feitloiirt? 

geljn. 2305 

©icbci. 2 Sa§, §err? ©r raid fid; mtterfteljcn, 

Unb ^ier feiit §ofit§f)olu§ treibett ? 

»ict)i)tftot)t)etc8. ©till, altcS SBeittfafi I 
©icbci. SBcfenftiell 

®u loidft mt§ gar nod; grot) Begegttett ? 
sBv««bc«. SBartnur! e8 fodett ©c^tcige regnett ! 2310 

aiitmnijcc (jiept einen dlfvopf auS bent ®ifd;; e 3 fpvingt il)m 
Setter entgegeit). 
gdi brenn’ ! icf; bretttte I 

©icbci. .gauberci! 

©tofjt jit I ber Sfert ift Bogelfrei ! 

(@ie jiefyen bie SDIeffcr unb gcljen auf 9 Mepftftop$ele« IoJ.) 
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Mephistopheles. These people are free ; see how they 
enjoy themselves. 

Faust. I should like now to depart. 

Mephistopheles. Only attend first ; their brutishness 
will display itself right gloriously. 

SlEBEL ( drinks carelessly ; the wine pours on the ground and 
turns to flame). Help ! Fire ! Help ! Hell is burning ! 

Mephistopheles ( conjuring the flames). Be still, friendly 
element! {To the fellow.) This time, it was only a little 
drop of purgatoi'y. 

Siebel. What means that 1 Wait ! you shall pay dearly 
for it 1 It seems that you do not know us. 

Fkosch. Leave you that alone another time ! 

Ai.tmayer. I think we should bid him be off quietly. 

Siebel. What, Sir ! You will presume to work your 
hocus-pocus here 1 

Mephistopheles. Silence, old wine-cask ! 

Siebel. Broomstick ! Will you use us rudely into the 
bargain 1 

Buander. Just wait ! It shall rain blows ! 

Altmayeii. ( draws the stopper from the table ; fire springs 
out against him). I burn ! I burn ! 

Siebel. Magic 1 Thrust home 1 The knave is outlawed ! 

{ They draw their knives , and make for Mephistopheles.) 
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Snuft 


2313-2333 


s»!c))i)ifto()i)cic8 (mit ernfifyafter ©ebevbe). 

galfd) ©cbiib uub SBort 
SScrdnbent Sinn intb £)rt ! 

@ei)b t)ier imb bort 1 231s 

(Sie deficit erftaunt unt> feljen cinanbci* an.) 

aut mnijci'. SBo bin idj ? 3 Bctd)eb fc^iiite Sanb ! 

Srofrf). SBciitbergc! (Set)’ td; red)t ? 

Siciict. Hub Sraubeit gicid) jur £>aitbl 

mi tier. tpicr uttlcr biefent griiueit Saubc, 

©cf)t, meld) eitt ©tod ! fefjt, luctcfje Xraube ! 

(Sc fafit Sicbcln bei ter Sftafe ; tie anteiii tfmit eS iucd)fc(fcituj uub ficbcn 
tie Qtteffer.) 

s»ict)f)iftot)t)c(c8 (niie oben). 3frrt§uin, log lob ber Slugeit 
SSanb ! 2320 

Hub merit cud), mie bee Seufet fpafse ! 

(©r »evjc$h>intet mit Saiift j tie ©cfcKen faljren ait8 cinanter.) 

snuci. SOBaS giebt’g ? 
ailtmnlice. 3 S 3 ie ? 

Svofif). 23 ar bob beine i)2ajc ? 

sBtonbcv (311 ©iebel). llitb beine t)ab’ idj in ber §aub ! 
sutmniici'. G 5 b mar eiit @d)lag, ber giitg bill'd) alte ©licbcr! 

©cfjnfft eineit @tid)t 1 id) finle nicbcr. 2325 

Svofrf). Stein, fagt mir itur, mab ift gefd)el)it ? 

Sicbei. SBo ift ber Serf ? SBeuu id) if)it fpiire, 

@r foil mir nidjt lebenbig gcljn I 
autmniKv. 3 d) l)nb’ il)it feibft l)iitaub jut SMertpre 

21uf eiiiem gaffe reiten feint 2330 

@b liegt mir btcifdjlner in belt giifjeit. 

(Sid; nad; bent 5 £ifd;e tvenbenb.) 

SDtein I ©odte Hiot)t ber SBeiit nodj fliefjeit ? 
siciicf. S 3 etrug ltiar atleb, Sug uub ©d)eitt. 
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Mephistopheles {with solemn gesture). False form and 
word change sense and place ! Be here and there ! 

( They stand amazed , and gaze at each other. ) 

Altmayek. Where am 1 1 What a beautiful country ! 
Frosch. Vineyards ! Do I see aright t 
Siebel. And grapes close at hand ! 

Bkander. See hero, under this green foliage, what a stem ! 
See, what a hunch ! 

(He seizes SlEBEL by the nose. The others do the same reciprocally , 
and raise their knives . ) 

MEPHISTOPHELES (as before). Error, loosen the bandage of 
their eyes ! And mark ye, how the devil jests ! 

(He disappears with Faust. r J'he fellows start back from one 
another. ) 

Siebel. What ’s the matter 1 
Altmayer. Howl 
Frosch. Was that your nose t 
Brandkr (to Siebel). And I have yours in my hand ! 
Altmayer. It was a shock which went through all one’s 
limbs ! Get a chair, I am sinking. 

Frosch. No, do hut tell me ; what lias happened 1 
Siebel. Where is tho fellow 1 If I track him he shall not 
get away alive ! 

Altmayer. I saw him myself ride out at the cellar-door on 
a cask. — My feet feel as heavy as lead ! ( Turning towards 
the table.) My ! I wonder whether tho wine is running 
still 1 

Siebel. All was cheat, lying, and sham. 
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3 f«uft 


2 334' 2 355 


Srofdj. 3Kir baud)te bod), ate trait!’ id) SBein. 

Wrnubcr. Stbcr toic luar c3 mit belt Sraubett ? 2335 

antiunijcr. SKuit fag’ mir eitte, man foil feiit SBuitbcr gfaitbenl 


$crcit(ud)c. 

9luf eincm niebrigen -§erte flcT;t ciu groficr Jteffer fiber tern Scucr. 3n bcni ®ambfe, 
ter baron in bic <§Sbe ftcigt, jeigen fid; rerfdjiebene ©eftolten. (Sine SDlccrfnije 
fifct bci bern Jtcffet unb fdjftumt if;n, unb forgt, bap er nic$t uberliWift. 3)cc 
2)tccrfntcr mit ten Suiigeu fityt baneben unb mfirmt fid;. 2Bflnbe unb JDccfe 
finb mit tern feltfamflcn $cren$au6rat$ au$gef($mucft. 

TVauft. SyicpfjiftoiJljcIctf. 

B- mi ft. SKir loiberftef)t ba§ totte Saubcrtucfen ! 

S3erfbrid)ft bit mir, id) fott gettefen 
3tt biefem SBnft Don 9taferci ? 

93er!attg’ id) Staff) Bon eiitent atten SBeibe ? 2340 

Hub fdjafft bie ©itbeffiidjerci 

2Bol)I breifiig Safjre mir Bout fieibe ? 

SBel) mir, locttit bu tttdjte SiefferS jocigt ! 

©d)on ift bie fpoffmmg mir Uerfd)lBititbeit. 

§at bic Statur unb I)at citt cbler ©rift 2345 

92 id)t irgetib eittett SBalfam aitegefitnbeit ? 

wtct>f)tftot>f>ctc3- SJieiit grettnb, ltmt fpridjft bu toieber Hug ! 
®id) 311 Berjiingen giebt’S aud) citt natiirfid) SKittet ; 

Stflciit eS ftctjt in einent anbern S3ttd), 

Hub ift eitt loititberlidj ©apitel. 2350 

Bau ft. St!) mitt c§ luiffett. 

tot cfi t>t ft ufi tin (eel. ©utl eitt SDtittel, ofjttc ©elb 

Uttb Slrjt unb Sauberei 3 U fjabett I 
Segteb bid) glcid) f)iitatte aufb gefb, 
gang’ att 311 fiaden unb 311 grabett, 

©rfjafte bidi uttb beinen Sintt 


2355 
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Froscii. It seemed to me, though, as if I was drinking 
wine. 

BRANDER. But how was it with the grapes 1 
Altmayer. Now let any one tell mo that one must not 
believe in miracles ! 


Witch’s Kitchen. 

( On a low hearth stands a large caldron over the fire. In the vapour 
that rises from it appear various figures. A She-Monicey sits by 
the caldron and skints it, and takes care that it does not run over. 
The He-Monkey sits near, with the young ones, and warms himself. 
Walls and ceiling are decked out with the strangest witch-furniture . ) 

Faust. Mephistoi'heles. 

Faust. The mad magic revolts mo ! Do you promise me 
I shall recover in this chaos of frenzy 1 Do I need 
counsel of an old woman t And will the mess-cookery 
really bike thirty years from my frame 1 Woe ’s me 
if you know of nothing better ! Already hope has 
vanished. Has nature, and has a noble spirit discovered 
no sort of balsam 1 

Mephistopheles. My friend, now again you bilk sensibly ! 
There is also a natural means of making you young again ; 
but it is in another book, and is a strango chapter. 

Faust. I desire to know it. 

Mephistopheles. AVell ! to have a means without money 
'and doctor, and sorcery : betake yourself straightway 
to the field outside ; begin to hoe and to dig ; keep your- 
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2356-2383 


Sit cittern gang befcbrciuften STreife, 

©rttaljrc bid; tttii ungemifdjter ©peife, 

Seb’ iitit bent Sict; ate SBieij, ttttb ad;t’ e§ ttid;t fiir fRattB, 
®ett Sider, ben bit entteft, felbft 511 biiitgett ; 

®a§ ift bag bcftc SRittcI, gtanb’, 2360 

Sluf ad;tjig Sftpt-' bid; 311 tterjiittgen ! 
grau ft. ®a§ bin id; ttic^t geloopittl Sd; fmttt tttidj ttid;t 
begiientett, 

®ett ©paten itt bie §attb jtt ttel;ttten. 

®a§ ettgc 2cben ftept ntir gar tticfit att. 
rot c4> (> i ft 0 t> c ( cd. ©0 tttitjj betttt bod; bie §ej:e bran ! 2365 

3- a a ft. SBarum betitt juft ba§ attc SBeib I 
STamtft bit ben ®rattt nidjt fetber brauett ? 
fflicfitiifto^ticics. ®a§ tofir’ eitt fdjfiiter gcitoertreib ! 

Sd; toodt’ ittbefj tool;! tanfeub Sriideit batten. 

3 tid;t Sfrntft linb 28 iffenfd;aft alXciit, 2370 

©ebulb luitl bei bent SSScrfe fct;tt. 

(Sin ftider ©cift ift Sapre lattg gefdjiiftig ; 

®ie 3 cit nur ntad;t bie feiue ©Sprung fraftig. 
llttb at(e§, ton! bajtt gcpiirt, 

Qte fittb gar tounberbarc ©ad;ett I 2375 

®er ®eufel pat fie'S jloar geteprt; 

SlEeitt ber ®eufcl faun's ttid;t ntad;ett. 

(Die Sljicre erbliefenb.) 

©iet;, lnetd; eitt sierlidjeS ©efd;fed;t I 
®aS ift bie SDtagb ! baS ift ber Shierfjt I 

(3u ten S$icren.) 

©3 fdjeittt, bie Srau ift ttidjt 311 §anfe ? 2380 

*tc stjicce. Seim ©tpntaitfe, 

Slug bent £>atte 

Sunt ©epornftein pinatte I 
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self and your senses in a thoroughly confined circle ; 
nourish yourself with unmixed food ; live with the beast 
as beast, and think it not robbery yourself to manure 
the land which you reap. That, believe me, is the best 
means of making you young again, up to eighty. 


Faust. I am not used to that ; I cannot bring myself to 
take the spade in hand. The narrow life does not suit 
me at all. 


Mephistopheles. So then, the witch must do nevertheless. 

Faust. But why the old woman in particular ? Cannot 
you brow tlio drink yourself 1 

Mephistopheles. That were a pretty pastime ! I would 
build about a thousand bridges in the time. Not art 
and science only, but patience is required for the work. 
A quiet spirit is active at it for years ; time alone makes 
the delicate fermentation strong. And all things that 
pertain to it are very wonderful matters. The devil, 
indeed, has taught it her, but tho devil cannot make it. 
( Perceiving the Animals.) See, what an elegant breed ! 
That is tho lass — that is tho lad! (To the Animals.) 
It seems your mistress is not at home 1 


The Animals. At the feast, out of the house, out by the 
chimney. 
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2384-2409 


s»fc()f)iftovi)cic8. SEBie tange (iftegt fie i»o§t 511 fdjlocirmen ? 
3>ic $i)ictc. ©0 laitg’ loir im§ bie ijSfotcu tnarmen. 2385 
s»ic()i)ifto()i)crc3 (gu 8'iuifl). 28 ie finbeft bit bie jnrten 
$f)iere ? 

Sau ft. ©0 aBgcidjntadt, at§ id) mtr etmaS fal) ! 
a»c(ji)iftoi)i)crc3. Stein, eiit SDiScourS, mic bicfcr ba, 

3ft grabe ber, ben idj am liebften fiiljre I 

(3u ben Sljieten.) 

@0 fngt ntir bod), toerftuc^te fftappen ! 2390 

SESab quirlt itjr in bent 33rei Ijerum ? 

$t)icrc. SBir lod)eit breite SSettetfnppen. 
aic()f)iftot>beic3. 35 a Ijabt iljr cin gruff SJ 3 uBticunt. 

Xcv Slater (madjt fid; f;erDei uub fc$meic$eCt bent QJle^iftol>$eIe«.) 

iO miirfte ititr gleid) 

Utib mad)e mid) reit§, 2395 

Unb lafst inic^ geloinnen ! 

©ar frfjledjt ift ’3 beftettt, 

Unb mar' id) bei ©etb, 

©0 mat’ id) Bei ©innen. 

a«c))i)ifto()i)cic8. 2Bie gtiid(id) tourbe fid) ber SIffe [djdjjcit, 
SBiinnt’ er nur and) in 3 Sotto fejjcit I 2401 

(3nbef[en fiaben tie jungen QNccrfflfecfcen mit einer grofien flugel gefpiett 
unb rolleit fie fervor.) 

let Satcr. ®a§ ift bie SEBett ; 

©ie fteigt unb fiidt 
Unb roUt Beftanbig ! 

©ie Hingt loie ©la§ ; 

2Bie Balb bvicfjt ba 3 ? 

3ft f)ot)t inloenbig ; 

£rier glanjt fie feijr, 

Unb Ijier nod) nteljr. 


240s 
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MEPHISTOPHELBS. Pray, how long is she usually on the 
rove 1 

Animals. As long as we are warming our paws. 

Mephistophelbs ( to Faust). How do you find the delicate 
animals 1 

Faust. As silly as any I ever saw ! 

Mephistophelbs. Nay, a discourse like the present is 
precisely what I am fondest of carrying on. (To the 
Animals.) Tell mo, pray, accursed puppets, what are 
you stirring up in the pap 1 

Animals. We are cooking thin beggars’ broth. 

Mephistopheles. There you have a largo public. 

The He-Monkey ( comes near and fawns on Mephisto- 
pheles). Oh do but throw the dice directly, and make 
me rich, and let me win ! Things are very badly 
ordered ; and were I in funds, I should be in my wits. 

Mephistophelbs. How happy would the ape esteem him- 
self, could he but put into the lottery ! 

( Meanwhile the young Monkeys have been playing with a large 
globe , and roll it forwards . ) 

He-Monkey. That is tho world; it rises and falls, and 
rolls constantly. It rings like glass; how soon breaks 
that 1 It is hollow within. Here it glitters much, and 
M 
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Sri) bin lebcnbig 1 24IO 

dJicitt iieber ©oi)tt, 

§oit bid) bnbou I 
$u ntujjt ftei'bcit I 
©ic ift non $ljou, 

@d giebt ©djerbcn. 241s 

attcvbiftovitcics. SBod foti bad ©ieb? 

$cv Sinter (i)olt ed Remitter). SBcivft bu eiit $ieb, 

S 33 oIIt’ id) bid) gicid) erfeitncit. 

(Gr Ifiuft jur JMfyitt unb tfipt fte kitrctyfeljcn.) 

©iei) burd^ bad ©ieb ! 

Gcrfenitft bu belt $ieb, 2420 

Unb barfft ifnt nid)t nennen ? 

s»lc))i)ifto))t)ctc8 (fid; bent Scucr ttiiljentb). Unb biefer $of)f ? 
Sinter llllb Si lit) in. $et atbci'itc $rof>f I 
@r fennt iticfjt ben $cif>f, 

@r fennt nid)t belt Sicffet ! 2425 

ivicl)i)iftoi)i)cic8. Uitt)oflid)cd $I)ier! 

$cr sinter. $en SBebci nintnt I)ier, 

Unb fej)' bid) in ©effel 1 

(Gv nottyigt ben 9)lebl)iftop$ele8 ju ftfeen.) 

Q a 11 ft (meCc^ec kiefe 3cit fiber »oc eincin ©yiegel geflanben, fic$ ibm balk genfif;ert 
balk fid; von iljm entfernt I;at). 

SBad fef)’ id) ? SBetd) eiit Ijituiiilifd) S 3 iib 
geigt fid) in biefent gattberffnegei I 243° 

0 Siebe, feif)c util' bett fd)tte(Iftcit beittcr Siiigci, 

Unb ftif)ve ntid) in it)r ©cfiib ! 

Sid), menu id) uid)t attf biefer ©telle bteibe, 

SBentt id) ed mage, ttaf) gu geijit, 

Santt id) fie ttttr aid mie ittt Sicbel feint ! — 

$ad fcfionfte SJitb non eittetn SBeibe ! 


243s 
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here still more. I am lively ! My dear son, keep thee 
therefrom ! Thou must die ! It is of clay ; there will 
be potsherds. 

Mephistopheles. What is the sieve for 1 

The He-Monkey ( takes it down). Wert thou a thief, I 
should know thee directly. {He runs to the She-Monkey, 
and makes her look through.) Look through tho sieve ! 
Dost thou recognise the thief, and darest not name him 1 


MEPHISTOPHELES {approaching the fire). And this pot t 

He and Siie-Monkey, s. The silly ninny ! Ho knows not 
the pot, ho knows not tho caldron ! 

Mephistopheles. Uncivil beast ! 

He-Monkey. Take here the whisk, and sit on the settle, 
(//e makes Mephistopheles sit.) 

Faust {who, all this time, has been standing before a mirror, 
now approaching and now receding from it). What do 
I see 1 What a heavenly imago shows itself in this 
magic mirror ! Oh Love, lend mo the swiftest of thy 
wings, and bear me to her region ! Ah, when I do not 
remain on this spot, when I venture to go near, I can 
only see her as in a mist ! — The loveliest imago of a 




180 


tfauft 


2437-2460 


3ft’g ntBglid), ift bag SBeib fo fdjott ? 

SJiuj} id) an biefctn Ijiitgeftredteu Seibc 
®cn Snbegtiff Doit alien .fptmntclu felju ? 

So etloag fiubet fid) auf ©rbeit ? 2440 

Slatiirtid), menu eiu ©ott fid) crft fed)g 

Sage ftlagt, 

Unb fetbft ant ©ttbe 33 rabo fagt, 

®a miifi eg toag ©efd)eibteg toetbcit. 
gitr biegntal fiel) bid) imnter fatt ; 

3d) toeifj bir fo eitt ©diafjdjeit auSjufpiirett, 2445 

Uttb fetig, met bag gutc @d)idfat I)at, 

Slt§ SBrantigam fie t)eiiit 3 uful)rcu 1 

(Sauft fieljt immcvfort in ben ©picgct. QMcMiftoMeto, fitfj in bcm <2cficl 
beljnenb unb mit bcm 2Bcbci |>iclcnb, fAOvt fort ju fprcrf;eu.) 

.“pier fijj' id) mie bet SiJnig auf bent ®I)totte ; 

®en Septet id) pier, eg feplt nut nod) bie Stone. 

®ic Sljicvc (iuc(d;e bisljcr aflevtei nmnbcrlic^e .^cmcgungen buvd; cinanter 
gcmad;t f;at*cn, biingen bcm 9)icpI)ifUn'l)clc3 cine Avene mit grojicm ©cfd;rci). 

0 fet) bod) fo gut, 2450 

SJlit @d)toeifi ttnb mit SBInt 
®ie Stone 511 leitnett 1 

(®ie geljen ungefetyiett mit ber Arone urn unb jerbre<$en fie in jmei ©tiicfe, 
mit mefetyen fie $evumfpnngen.) 

SJhttt ift eg gefd)el)tt 1 
SBir rcbett unb fef)tt, 

2Bir porcu uttb reinteit ! 2455 

Smift (gegett turn ©oieget). SBef) ntit ! id) toerbe fdjier bertiidt. 
S9tct)i)tftot)f)ctc8 (auf bie Sljtere betitetib). 3 iutt fcingt ntit ait 
faft fetbft bet Softf 311 fdjluaufett. 

$ic 2!)icvc. Uttb tuettn eg nitg gtiidt, 

Unb ittenn eg fidj jd)idt, 

©0 fittb eg ©ebanfett. 2460 
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woman ! Is it possiblo 1 — is woman so lovely 1 Must 
I seo in this recumbent form the epitdmo of all the 
heavens 1 Is there aught like it upon earth 1 

MEPHISTOPHELES. Naturally when a God first drudges for 
six days, and himself says bravo at the end, something 
clever must come of it. For this time, by all means, 
look your fill. I know how to find such a darling for 
you ; and happy ho who has the good destiny to bear 
her homo as a bridegroom ! 

(Faust gazes continually in the mirror. MEPHISTOPHELES, 
stretching himself on the settle , and playing with the whisk , 
continues to speak . ) 

Here I sit, like the king on his throne ; hero I hold the 
sceptre ; the crown alone is lacking. 

The Animals ( which hitherto have been making confusedly 
all sorts of strange movements, bring a crown to Mephisto- 
PIIELES with loud cries). Oh do bo so good as to glue 
the crown with sweat and with blood ! ( They handle the 

crown awkwardly, and break it into two pieces, with which 
they ship about.) Now it is done ! Wo speak and seo, 
wo hoar and rhyme ! 

Faust ( before the mirror). Woo ’s mo ! I am bocoming 
almost distracted. 

Mephistopheles (pointing to the Animals). My own head 
almost begins to reol now. 

The Animals. And if we are lucky, and if things fit, thou 
they aro thoughts ! 
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Sowft (ii'ie oBen). SKeitt SSufen fiingt mir an gu Brennen! 

©ntfcrnen loir uitg nur gefcgmiub I 
s»icvi)iftovi)cic» (in oBigcr SteHung). Shut, mcitigftcng mug 
man Befennen, 

Sag eg anfric^tige ^Soeten finb. 

(2>er toebtyen tie Jtttyitt bisljcr auger 9l^t gelaffcn, frtngt an iiberju* 
laufen; cB entfie^t cine grope Siamme, mettle gum ©etyornftein tyinaut* 
fdjtflgt. IDic -5cre fommt burc$ bie Slarnmc mit cntfefclic^em ©efetyrei 
$euintergefa$ren.) 

$ic Sc sc. Slit! Siu! Slit I Slit I 2465 

SBerbamntteg ®gier ! uerflucgte ©an ! 

SSerfdumft ben ffeffel, Merfeitgft bie gran I 
93 erftucf)tcS ®gicr I 

(Sauft unb 5D2e^iflopt)etc8 evblidenb.) 

2Bag ift bag gier ? 

SQ 3 cr fcgb igr gier ? 2470 

2Bag luottt igr ba? 

SBer fegtid) fid) etn ? 

Sic geuergein 
(Sucg inS ©eBein ! 

(Sic fA^rt mit beni ©ctyaumioffcl in ben J?effel unb fprifct fffammen nac$ Sauft, 
QJlcpljiftopIjetefl unb ben illjieren. ®ie £f;iere tvinfetn.) 

SttcVfjiftopfyeled (metier ben Jfficbcl, ben er in ber <§anb Ijfttt, umfetyrt unb 
unter bie ©(flfer unb SEopfe fc^lAgt). 

Gnitgiuei! eittglueil 2475 

®a liegt ber S 3 rei ! 

®a liegt bag ©lag ! 

©g ift nur ©gag, 

®er ®act, bn Slag, 

f]it beiner SMobci. 2480 

(3ntem tie £ere roll ©rinim unb Gntie&eu juvueftvitt.) 

©rtennft bu ntid) ? ©crigge ! ©djeufal bu 1 
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Faust (as above). My bosom begins to burn. Let us only 
begone quickly ! 


Mephistopheles. Well, one must at least confess that 
they are candid poets. 

( The caldron , which the Siie-Monkey has hitherto left without 
attention , begins to run over ; there arises a great flame , which 
shoots out up the chimney . The Witch comes careering dozvn 
through the flame with horrible cries. ) 


The Witch. Ow, ow, ow, ow ! Damned beast ! Cursed 
sow ! Thou neglectest the caldron, scorchest thy mis- 
tress ! Cursed beast ! (Perceiving Faust and Mephisto- 
pheles.) What is that here 1 Who are you here 1 
What want you there 1 Who slunk in 1 The torment 
of fire into your bones ! 

(She dips the shimming-ladle into the caldron , and sprinkles flames 
at Faust, Mephistopheles, and the Animals. The Animals 
whimper. ) 


Mephistopheles (who reverses the ivhisk 7vhich he holds in 
his hand , and strikes among the glasses and pots). To 
pieces ! To pieces ! There lies the pap ! There lies 
the glass ! It is but a jest — the time, thou carrion, to 
thy tune ! 

( While the Witch steps back, full of rage and amazement .) 

Dost thou know me 1 Skeleton ! Thou monster ! Dost 
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©rtcnnft bu beiiteit Jfjerrn nub Stteifter ? 

2Ba§ tfcitt litidj ab, fo fdjlag’ id) 511, 

3erfd)ntettre bidfj nub berne Sba^engeiftcr ! 

§aft bu bornt rotten 23antnt§ nidjt met)r Dtefpect ? 2485 

Stanuft bu bie |>at)itcnfeber itidjt crfeuncit ? 

$ab' id) bicS S(ngcfid)t berftecft ? 

©ofl idj ntid) ettna fetbcr nenueit ? 

*ic jpcsc. 0 tperr, uerjei^t belt rotjett ©ruff ! 

@et)’ icf) bod) teiuen $ferbefttfj, 2490 

S33o fiitb bcun cure bcibeit 3}abcn ? 

SBie)>i)ifto))f)cii:8. giir bieshital foimitft bu fo babon ; 

Scittt freitidj ift e3 eiite SBeite fdjou, 

Saf) loir uu§ itid)t gefetieu fiaben. 

3tnc§ bie (Suitin', bie ride UBett betcdt, 2495 

§at auf belt Seitfct fid) erftrecft ; 

Sa§ itorbifdje Sptjaittom ift unit nid)t liieljr 511 fd)ouen ; 

2Bo fietjft bu tpiirner, ©djioeif uitb SHaiteit ? 

Uitb tua§ belt gufs betrifft, beu id) itid)t miffeit faittt, 

Ser loiirbe titir bei Seuteit fdjabeit ; 25°° 

Saruiit bebieit’ id) otid), loie ntaitdjer jmtge attaint, 

©eit Oielen Sa^ren falfd)er SSabeit. 

®ic $csc (tangeiib). ©imt uitb SBerftaitb oerliet' id) fdjier, 
@ef)' id) belt Quitter (Satan luieber Ijier ! 
s»ict)i)iftot)t)ctc8. Sen Sttaitieit, SSSeib, Oerbitt’ id) ntir I 250s 
®ie $esc. SBarunt? 3Ba§ l)at cr eudj gcd)ait ? 
an c v 4 1 ft 0 4> t) c 1 c <<. (Sr ift fdjoit long iitiS fyabetbud) ge= 
fd)t'icbeii ; 

Stdeiit bie Stteitfd)en fiitb uid)tsS beffer bratt : 

Sen Sfiifeit fiitb fie to§, bie SBOfeit fiitb gebtiebeit. 

S11 ltennft utid) fierr SBaroit, fo ift bie @ad)e gut ; 251° 

3d) bin eiit (Sabatier, luie aubve (Sabaticre. 
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thou know thy lord and master 1 What hinders me 
from hitting out — from dashing thee and thy monkey- 
spirits to pieces 1 Hast thou no more any respect for 
the red doublet 1 Canst thou not recognise the cock’s 
feather 1 Have I concealed this face 1 Must I perad- 
venture name myself 1 

The Witch. Oh master, pardon the rough greeting ! Why, 
I see no cloven foot ! Where, then, are both your 
ravens 1 

.Mephistophei.es. This time you will get off so ; for 
certainly it is some while since we have seen each other. 
Culture also, which licks all the world into shape, has 
extended to the devil. The Northern phantom is now 
no more to be seen. Where do you see horns, tail, and 
claws 1 And as regards the foot, which I cannot do 
without, it would damage me with people; therefore 
these many years I have availed myself, like many a 
young man, of false calves. 

Tim Witch (dancing). I am almost losing my wits, to see 
Squire Satan here again ! 

Mephistofheles. The name, woman, I deprecate. 

The Witch. Why 1 What has it done to you 1 

Mephistopheles. It has long since been relegated to the 
fable-boolc; but men are nothing the better for that. 
Thoy are rid of the Evil One ; the evil ones have 
remained. If you call me Baron, that will do very 
well. I am a cavalier, like other cavaliers. You do 
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25 ^ 2-2533 


®u jmcifetft nidft ait meineiit ebtcit SStut ; 

©iet) Ijer, ba3 ift ba3 SBapficit, ba§ xdj future ! 

(@r inadjt cine unanfttnbige ©cbertc.) 

$ic .ttcgc (Iad)t mimdjiig). §a! Ijal ba§ ift in enter 9trt! 

Qfir fetjb ein ©djeltn, mie iljr nur intiiter mart. 2515 

anct>i)iftot>()ctc3 (511 8?mtft). SDiein gvcititb, ba§ terne loot;! 
Berfteljn I 

®ics ift bic 9 trt, ntit $cjeit untjngeljn. 

®ic .ftcsc. 9 tmt fagt, iljr $errcn, ma§ iljr fdjafftl 
s»ic()f)ifti>i)f)cic8. ©in gutes ©Ia§ bon bent Belmtnten ©aft! 
®odi ntufj idj end) um§ attfte Bitten ; 2520 

®ie Qaijrc boppetn fcine Sfraft. 

®ic Jpcjc. @ar gent I .§ier IjaB’ id) eiite glafdjc, 

2tuS ber id) fetbft jumeiten nafd)c, 

®ie and) nidjt ntel)r int minbften ftinft ; 

3 d) mitt eud) gern ein ©tfigdjeit gebeit. 252 s 

(Seif.,) 

®odj menu e§ biefer 3 Jtann nnborBcreitet trintt, 

©0 tann er, mifjt it)r moI)t, nidjt cine ©tunbe lefien. 
»ic))f)ifto))iKic 8 - @3 ift ein guter greuttb, bent e§ gebeiljeit foil; 
Sdj gBmt’ iljnt gern ba§ S3cfte beitter SBiidje. 

Siefi beineit S?rei§, fpridj bcinc ©priidic, 2530 

Uitb gieb it)nt eine ®affe tiott ! 

($ie £cre mit fcltfamen ©e&erben, jiefyt ciuen Jtrcia unb fit (It nmnberbare (Sadjeu 
(jinein ; iubeffeu faugen bit ©(rtfee an ju fiingen, tie tfeffel ju tonen, unb matycn 
ffliufif. Butene fcringt fie ein gvofies ©uc$, flellt tie QMcerfaljen in ben Jtrei*, 
bic iljr jum ©ult bieuen unb tie ffaefetn fallen nuiffen. @ie nrinft ffauften, ju 
iljr ju tceten.) 

Snuft (511 2 Jtebl)ijtoB$eleb). Stein, fage ntir, mass foil ba3 
merben ? 

®a§ totte 3 eug, bie rafenben ©eberbeit, 
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not doubt of my noble blood ; see here, that is the 
scutcheon which I bear ! 

(He makes an unseemly gesture . ) 

The Witch ( laughs immoderately). Ha ! ha ! that is in 
your style ! You are a rogue, as you always were ! 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). My friond, learn to under- 
stand that well ! This is the way to doal with witches. 

The Witch. Now say, gentlemen, what is your pleasure 1 

Mephistopheles. A good glass of the well-known juice ! 
But, I must beg you, of the oldest; years double its 
strength . 

The Witch. Most willingly ! Here I have a flask, out 
of which I myself occasionally sip ; which, besides, no 
longer stinks in the least; I 11011 willingly give you a 
glass. (Aside.) But if this man drinks it unprepared, 
he cannot, you know well, live an hour. 

Mephistopheles. He is a good friend, whom it is meant 
to benefit. He is welcome, for my part, to the best of 
your kitchen. Draw your circle, say your sentences, 
and give him a cup full ! 

( The Witch, with extraordinary gestures , draws a circle , and places 
strange things within it ; meanwhile the glasses begin to ring, the 
caldrons to sound and make music. Lastly, she brings a great book, 
places the Monkeys in the circle , who are made to serve her for a 
desk, and to hold the torch. She signs to Faust to come to her.) 

Faust (to Mephistopheles). No, tell me, what is to come 
of it! The mad stuff, the raving gestures, the most 
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2534-2561 


®er abgcfd^ntocftcfte SBetrug, 

©mb mir Befamtt, Derl)afjt geitug. 2535 

»!ct)tjifto*)()ctc 8 . ©i, ipoffeit! Sa§ ift nut 311m Sadjctt ; 
©el) nitr nid)t ein fo ftreitger Sftattn I 
Sie muff at§ Strjt eiit ItofitsSpofuS ntadjen, 

®nntit bcr ©aft bit: ioot)t gebetfjen faint. 

(C 5 rr notljujt ffauflcn, in ten J?rei 3 jn trctcn.) 

$ic -t>csc (mit gtofier ©tnbfyafe fangt an and bent ©nrtjc jn 
berlantirett). 

®tt lititfit berftetjn I 2540 

9lu§ ©itt§ ntadj’ 3el)n, 

Unb 3'uci Infs getjit, 

Unb ®rei mad/ gfeitf), 

©0 biff bn rcid). 

SSerltcr’ bic SBier I 254s 

Stub giiitf unb ©ed)§, 

©0 fagt bie §eg’, 

9 Kad/ ©iebett uitb 2ld)t, 

©0 ift’b DoUbracfjt I 

Unb Stout iff ©itt», 2550 

Unb 3 ef)tt ift Seittb. 

®ab ift bab ^ejett^Einmafeinb 1 
Sn uft. SDUcf) biiitft, bie Sttte fftridjt ittt gieber. 
s»tcf>f)iftoi>f)crc«. ®ns ift nod) Inttge ttidjt bofiiber ; 

3 d) fettn’ eb loot)!, fo ftiitgt bab gattje 83 udj. 2555 

3d) t)abe ntandje 3eit bantit berforett, 

®etttt ein bofffoiniuttet SKMberffmtd) 

SBtcibt gteid) getjeimitifjbolt fiit Stage toic fiir ®t)orctt. 

SDtein greitnb, bie Sunft ift alt unb tteii : 

©b tnar bie 2lrt jn alien 3eiteit> 2560 

®ttrd) ®rei unb ©ittb, ttttb ©ittb unb ®vei 
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absurd imposture are well known to me, and odious 
enough. 


Mepiiistopheles. Oh, nonsense ! That is only fit to laugh 
at ; only don’t he so austere a man ! She must, as 
doctor, make a hocus-pocus, whereby the juice may 
agree well with you. 

(He makes Faust enter the circle .) 


The Witch (begins to declaim with great emphasis from the 
book). ‘ Thou must understand ! Of one make ten, and 
lot two go, and make throe even ; so wilt thou bo 
rich. Drop tho four ! Out of fivo and six, so says the 
witch, make seven and eight ; so it is accomplished : 
and nine is one, and ten is none. That is the witch’s 
Once-one’s-one.’ 


Faust. It seems to me, the old woman is talking in fever. 


Mephistopheles. It is not over yet by a good deal. 
I know it well ; so rings the wholo book. I have lost 
many an hour with it ; for a perfect contradiction 
remains equally mysterious for wise men and for fools. 
My friend, tho art is old and new. It was the way at 
all times through three and one, and one and three to 
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Srrtpnt ftatt SJBntjrI;eit 311 Berbrciten. 

@0 fdjtoiip imb tcljrt man ungcftort; 

SBer tiritt fid) mit ben SRarr’n bcfaffeu ? 

©eiBfiptidj gtnubt ber SReufdj, inemt er nur SBorte IjBrt, 

Eb niiiffe fid) babei bocf) and) tn<tb benfeit laffen. 2566 
$tc $csc (fiipt fort). 

Sic pp Shaft 
Ser SBiffenfcfiaft, 

Sec gnitjeit SBett Berborgen I 

Hub tner nid^t bcnft, =570 

Sem luirb fic gefcpntt, 

Er Ijat fie ope ©orgett. 

Sou ft. SEab fagt fie ititS fiir Unfimt Bor ? 

Eb toirb ntir gteid) ber Sboftf gevbredjeu. 

SDtidj biiitft, id) pr’ eitt gattgeb Epr 2575 

Son pnberttaufenb Starren fpredjctx. 

SBtcfifjiftoBbctcS- ©ettug, genug, 0 trefflidje ©ibpel 
©ieb beinen Sraitt Ijerbei, unb fiifle 
Sie < 5 d)ale rafd) bib an ben 8lanb (jinan ; 

Senn nteinem greuitb tuirb biefer Sritit! itid)t fd)abeit : 25S0 
Er iff eitt ffllnuit Bon Bielett Ernbctt, 

Ser ntattd)cn gitteit ©cpttcf gelptt. 

(®ic Jjcye, mit rielen (Seremonien, fctycnft ben flranf in cine @<$nle; mic 
fie Saitfl an ten SDfunb fcrincjt, entficljt eine Ieid;te gtanune.) 

9 lur frifd) (punter ! Emitter 311 1 
Eb tBirb bir gleid) bab ©erg erfrcitcn. 

Sift mit bent Settfcl bn ttttb bit, =585 

Unb witlft bid) Bor ber gfamme fcpueit ? 

(S)ie >&crje XDfl ten J?tei 3 . Sauft tvitt IjerauS.) 

aneptiftopftcus. 5 iittt frifd) l)inaub ! Sit barfft ltidjt rup. 
®te $csc. SDiog’ eud) bab @d)(iidd)eu loo()( bepgett! 
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spread error instead of truth. So people prate and 
teach undisturbed. Who wants to meddle with the 
dolts 1 Man usually believes, if he only hears words, 
that surely something also admits of being thought 
thereby. 


The Witch ( continues ). ‘The high power of knowledge 
hidden from the whole world ! And he who thinks 
not, to him it is granted ; he has it without trouble.’ 


Faust. AVhat nonsense is she reciting to us 1 My head 
will split directly. Meseoms, I hear a whole chorus of a 
hundred thousand zanies talking. 


Mephistopheles. Enough, enough, Oh excellent Sibyl ! 
Give here thy drink, and quickly fill the cup up to the 
brim; for this draught will not harm my friend. He 
is a man of many degrees, who has made many a good 
gulp. 

( The Witch, with many ceremonies , pours the drink into a cup. As 
Faust brings it to his mouth , a light flame arises.) 

Quick, down with it ! Don’t hesitate ! It will at once 
gladden your heart. You are hand in glove with the 
devil, and will you shrink from flame 1 

{The Witch dissolves the circle. Faust steps out.) 

Now briskly forth ! You must not rest. 


The Witch. Much good may the little draught do you ! 
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s»!ct>i)if*ot)fietc8 (juv •fetxt). Hub foitu icf) bir Wa§ ju ©c* 
fallen tl)un, 

@0 barfft bu niir ’3 uur auf SBatpurgiS fageit. 2390 

®icJpcsc. fpier ift etn Sieb ! Wemt il)r’§ juWeilen fiitgt, 

@0 luerbet iljr Befoitbre 2Bir!uitg fpiireit. 
a»ct>uifto()f)cic8 (ju Saufl). Sbontnt ttur gefdjtoiitb uitb tajj 
bicfj fiil;reit 1 

®u mufet notljwenbig tranfpirireit, 

®amit bie Sraft burd; gitw uub 21eitfjrc§ bringt. 2595 
®eit eblcit ajiiifjiggang let;r’ id; pentad; bid) fdjiigcn, 

Uub Balb empfinbeft bu utit innigent ©rgegett, 

SBie fid; ©upibo regt uub pin uub vuieber fpringt. 

Sauft. Safe nticp nut fd;netl nocp in bcu Spiegel fdjauen ! 

®a§ grauenbilb War gar git fd;bn ! 2600 

sucvoiftovijctcs- Slciitl fftciul ®it follft ba§ Sfhtftcr attet 
grauen 

9 iuu Balb leibpaftig Bor bir fel;it. 

(Stiff.) 

®u fiepft, utit biefent ®rait! int Ceibc, 

SBalb .fpetenen in jebem SBeiBc. 


©traBe. 

Sauft. ‘ aNarflnvctc von'iber getyenb. 

S-nuft. SKeiu fcpihteS grciulein, barf id) Wagett, 2605 

aiJeinen Slrnt uub ©eleit il;r aitjulragen ? 
an am a vetr. 93iit loeber grfiulein, Weber fd;iin, 

SBaitn ungeleitet nad; $aufe gel;n. 

(3ie madjt fifty unb ab.) 
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Mephistopheles {to the Witch). And if I can do any- 
thing to pleasure you, you need only mention it to me 
on Walpurgis Night. 

The Witch. Here is a song ; if you sing it at times, you 
will perceive a particular effect. 

Mephistopheles {to Faust). Only come quick, and let 
yourself he guided ! You must of necessity perspire ; 
whereby the force penetrates through, inwardly and 
outwardly. Afterwards I shall teach you to prize 
noble indolence ; and soon you will find, with heartfelt 
delight, how Cupid bestirs himself, and bounds hither 
and thither. 

Faust. Let me only look quickly again in the mirror ! 
That female form was all too fair ! 

Mephistopheles. No, no ! You shall soon see bodily 
before you the model of all women. {Aside.) Wijth 
this drink in your body, you will soon see a Hqlen in 
every woman. 


Street, (I) 

Faust. Margaret passing by. 

FAUST. Fair lady, may I venture to offer you my arm 
and escort 1 

Margaret. I’m neither lady nor fair, and can go home 
unescorted. 

(S/te disengages, herself ^ and exit . ) 

N 
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3 «Uft 


2609-2636 


So it ft. S 3 eint §imntet, biefe§ SJinb ift fd)im ! 

@0 etlua§ Ijab’ idj me gefetjn. 2610 

©ic ift fo fitt= mtb tugenbreitf), 

Unb etinaS fdjntyfrifd) bod^ sugleid). 

®er Sipfie 9 totl), bcr SBange Sidjt, 

®ie ®age ber SBelt tocrgcff’ id)’§ nid)t ! 

2Bic fie bic Slugeit nieberfdfilagt, 2615 

•fjat tief fid) in mein $evg gcpragt ; 

SBic fie furs angebuitbeu ttmr, 

®aS ift nun 3unt (Sntjiiden gar 1 


9)2ctif)iftupljc(cd tvitt auf. 

So it ft. Jfjor’, bn ntufjt ntir bie ®irtte fc^nffen ! 
s»!cf)t)tftof)i)cic8. Shut, twelve? 2620 

Sou ft. ©ie ging juft oorbei. 

sBicf>t)ifto()t)ctc8. ®obie? ©ie Jam Doit ifirem S| 3 faffen, 

®er fprad) fie alter ©iinben frei ; 

3d; fd)lid) utid) fjart ant ©tul)l uorbci. 

QcS ift ein gar uitfdiulbig ®ing, 

®a 3 eben fiir nid)t§ jur 93 eid)te ging ; 2625 

llebcr bie f)ab’ id) fciite ©eiualtl 
So 11 ft. 3ft iiber nicrje^n 3afir bodj alt. 

SBtct)i)tftof>i)cie8- ®U fbrid)ft ja tuie §au§ Siebcrtid), 

®er 6egel)rt jebe tiebe 93 Ium' fiir fid), 

Unb biinfett ifjm, e§ mar’ feiit’ Gl)r’ 2630 

llnb ©unft, bie uidjt 311 pfliicten iniir' ; 

®ef)t aber bodfi nidjt imnter an. 

3 on ft. SJiciu $err iUiagifter Sobefait, 

Safi @r ntid) mit bent ®efej) itt grieben I 
Unb ba 3 fag’ idj 3 t)>n furs link gwt< 

SBemt nid)t ba§ fiifje junge 93 tut 


2635 
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Faust. By heaven, this child is fair ! I have never seen 
the like ! She is so well-behaved and virtuous, and yet 
somewhat snappish withal. The redness of her lip, the 
light of her cheek, — I shall not forget them all the days 
of my life ! The way she cast down her eyes is stamped 
deep in my heart ; the sharp way in which she answered, 
— it was really quite ravishing ! 

Mephistopheles enters . 

Faust. Hark, you must get me the girl ! 

Mephistopheles. Well, which 1 

Faust. She passed just now. 

Mephistopheles. She, there 1 She camo from her priest, 
who absolved her of all her sins. I stole by close to 
the confessional. It is quite an innocent thing, that went 
just for nothing to confession. Over her I have no 
power ! 

Faust. Yet she ’s ovor fourteen years old. 

Mephistopheles. You really talk like Jack Bake, who 
covets every sweet flower for himself, and fancies there 
is no honour or favour which may not be plucked. It 
does not always do, however. 

Faust. My worthy magister, leave you me alone with 
your precepts 1 And in a word, I tell you this : if the 
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S-ttuft 


2637-2667 


§eut Siacgt in meinen Strnten rufjt, 

So fiub tuir uitt 3 Jtittcruadjt gefd)icbcn. 
sncpijiftmifictcs- SBcbent’, iua§ gcfjit nub fteljen mag! 

3 d) trance tneitigfteite Biersetjit Sag’, 2640 

Shir bie ©elegengeit attejuffniren. 

Snuft. §att’ id; nur fiebett Stunben 9 tulj’, 

S 3 raud)tc belt Scufet nid)t bap, 

So eiit @efd)of>fd)eu ju nerfiigreu. 

»iciJi)iftot)i)cic«. 3 [)k ffirecgt fdjott faft loie eiit grattjoS ; 
®od) Bitt’ id), tagt ’3 eud^ nic£)t Berbriegett : 2646 

SBa§ Ijilft’g, nur grabe 511 gettiegen ? 

Sie grettb’ ift tange nirfjt fo grog, 

9113 loenn ifjr erft Ijerauf, Ijcrunt, 

®urdj attertei SrimBoriunt, 2650 

®a§ ipiifjfidjen gefuetet nub §ugericl)t’t, 

SBiete tetjret manege tnetfd)e ©efdjicgt’. 

Situ ft. .fjaB' Stfpetit audj oI)ite ba§. 

<9tcf)t)iftof>t)cic3. ogtte Sd)intpf nub oljne Sftag : 

3d) fag’ end), mit bent fd)onett Stub 2655 

®egt’§ ein* fiir attentat nid)t gefdjtninb. 

SDiit Sturm ift ba ttiegte eittjunegmen ; 

SDSir miiffen ttite jur Sift Beguemett. 

Snuft. Scgaff ntir ettua§ born (Sitgetefcgag ! 
giigr’ mid) an igrett Singeplag ! 2660 

Scgaff' mir ein §atetud) Bott igrer SBruft, 

®in Strumgf6anb nteiner SicBeStuft ! 
aiict)t)tftot)i)cic8. ®nmit itjr fet)t, bag id) curcr ifiein 
SBitt fijrberlicg unb biettftlid) fegn, 

SSotten Wir feitten StugenBtict Bertieren, 2665 

SCSiCt etteg ttoeg gent itt it)r Simmer fiigren. 

Suit ft. Unb foil fie fefjtt ? fie gaBett ? 
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sweet young creature does not rest to-night in my arms, 
you and I shall be parted at midnight. 

Mepiiistopheles. Consider what is feasible ! I need a 
fortnight at least, only to find out the opportunity. 

Faust. Had I but seven hours’ leisure, I should not need 
the devil in order to seduce such a little creature. 

Mepiiistopheles. You really talk almost like a French- 
man ; but pray, — don’t be offended — what boots it only 
to enjoy straight off'? The pleasure is not so great by 
far as when you have first kneaded and shaped the 
puppet — up, round about, through all kinds of foolery, — 
as many a Gallic and Italian story teaches. 

Faust. I have appotite even without that. 

Mephistopiieles. Now, without pleasantry and without 
jest, I toll you once for all, there is no managing it 
quickly with the fair child. Nothing here is to be taken 
by storm ; we must put up with stratagem. 

Faust. Got me something from my angel-treasure ! Lead 
me to her place of reposo ! Get me a kerchief from her 
breast, a garter for the ardour of my love ! 

Mephistopiieles. That you may see that I -wish to be 
useful and serviceable to your torment, we will not lose 
a moment; I will conduct you this very day to her 
chamber. 

Faust. And shall I see her ? — have her ? 
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SSAUft 


2668-2686 


tttciltl 

@te luirb bet einer 9tad)6oriii fctjit. 

Sitbeffett fonnt tfjr, gaits cittern, 

9Itt otter §offmmg fiiitft’ger Ofreuben 2670 

Sn ityrent ®uitfttrei§ fatt cud) tueiben. 

3 mi ft. fi omtett tuir (jin ? 

E 3 ift itodj 511 frii(). 

3 nuft. ©org’ bit iittr fur eiit ©efdjenf fiir fie I (216.) 

s»ct>i)iftot>i)cic 8 . ©leid) fdjeitfcit? ®a§ ift Brab ! ®a luirb 
cr reiiffircit ! 

3d) fcitne mailmen fc^Bneit $(oj) 2675 

Hub litattcfjeit oltDergrobncit ©cfjaf) : 

3 dj ni «6 eiit Bifjdjeit reuibiren. ( 2 ( 6 .) 

Stbenb. 

(Sin HciueS, vcintirf;c8 3immcv. 

Wlnvflnictc (iffre 36bfe ftedjtenb 11116 cuif6iiibeiib). 

3 d) gab’ lua§ brunt, loeitn id) itur luitfjt', 

SBcr (jeut ber Jperr geluefen ift I 

@r fat) gelutg rec§t tuader au§, 2680 

lTub ift oit§ etnem cbtcii f?ott 3 ; 

®o£ fount’ id) itjin on ber ©time tefen — 

@r lufir’ flitc^ foitft nid)t fo ted getuefen. (2(6.) 

9ttct>fjift0l>f)clcd. Tfnuft. 

sot c^> 17 iftov odes, .‘pereiit, gaits teife, itur ()ereiu 1 
3«uft (nnd) eiiiigent ©tittfdjiueigeit). 

3dj bitte bid), (06 mid) attein I =685 

sot cu 6 i ft 0 u f) c I c 8 ((lenunfrurcub). 

9 lid)t jebe§ SKabdieu (jfilt fo rein. (2(6.) 
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Mephistopheles. No ! She will bo at a neighbour’s. 
Meanwhile, quite alone, in her atmosphere, you may 
feast your fill on all hope of future joys. 

Faust. Can we go thither 1 

Mephistopheles. It is too early yet. 

Faust. Provide me with a present for her. (Exit.) 

Mephistopheles. Making presents directly ! That is 
capital ! There he will succeed ! I know many a fine 
place, and many a long-buried treasure. I must look 
them over a bit. (Exit.) 


Evening. 

A small , neat room. 

Margaret (braiding and tying up her me). I would give 
something for it, if I only knew who the gentleman was 
to-day ! He certainly looked very gallant, and is of a 
noble house. I could read that on his brow — besides, 
he would not else have been so impudent. 

Mephistopheles. Faust. 

Mephistopheles. Come in, quite softly, but como in ! 

Faust, (after some silence). Leave me alone, I beg of 
you! 

Mephistopheles (prying about). Not every maiden keeps 
so neat. 
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2687-2714 


5 mi ft (rings auffdfauenb). SBtHfommen, fiifjer Sdmmerfdjein, 
®er bu bie§ §eitigtt)um burdjloebft ! 

©rgreif mein §erj, bu fiifje Cie&eS^ciit, 

®ie bu Horn ®fjau bcr §offnung fd)mad)tenb tcbft ! 2690 

SBie ntljmet rings ©efiit)t bcr ©title, 

®er Orbnung, ber .Sufriebeuljeit ! 

3 n biefer Strmutt) loctdje giitte ! 

8n biefcnt Verier roctdie ©ctigfcit I 

(Qjr iwicft fief? auf ben leberncn ©cffcl am JBetie. ) 

0 ltimtn mid) auf, bet bu bie SBormelt fdjoit 2695 

S 3 ei fjreub’ uitb ©djmerj in offneit Strut entpfangen ! 

SBie oft, act) I Ijat an biefent S 3 atertt)rou 
©djon cine ©djaar Oon Stinbern rings gefjangcit ! 

SSietteidjt t)at, banfbar fiir ben tjeit’gen Stjrift, 

SUleiu Siebdjen t)ier, utit Dotten Sittbermangen, 2700 

®em Slfjutjerrn fromm bie incite ipaitb gefii&t. 

3 d) fiiljt’, 0 SKcibdjen, beiueit ©eift 
®er giitt’ unb Orbnung um mid) fciufcln, 

®er miitterlic^ bidj tagtid) uuterlueift, 

®en ®ef)fnd) auf ben ®ifdj bid) reinlid) breiten tjeifjt, 2705 
©ogar ben ©aitb ju beitten giifien tranfetn. 

0 tiebe ipanb 1 fo gottcrglcid) 1 

®ie Jpiitte loirb burd) bid) ein |)immetreidj. 

Unb t)ier 1 

(Sc ^ct>t einen J0ett«orf)ang auf.) 

SBaS fafjt ntid) fiir ein SBonitcgrauS ! 

§ier ntbd)t’ id) botle ©tunbcit faumen. 2710 

Statur ! t)icr bitbeteft in teidjteu ®rdumett 

®en eingebornen Sngct auS. 

ipier tag ba§ Stinb, mit marnteitt Scbeit 

®en jarten S 3 nfen angefiittt, 
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Faust ( looking round). Welcome, sweet twilight, that 
pervadest this sanctuary ! Seize my heart, thou sweet 
torment of love, thou that livest languishing on the dew 
of hope ! How the feeling of quiet, of order, of content- 
ment, breathes around ! What fulness in this poverty ! 
What bliss in this cell ! (He throws himself on the 
leathern arm-chair by the bed.) 


Oh receive mo, thou that hast already welcomed, with 
open arms, past generations in joy and sorrow ! Ah, 
how often heretofore has a troop of children hung 
around this paternal throne ! Here haply my darling, 
grateful for the Christmas gift, has, with the full cheeks 
of childhood, piously kissed the withered hand of her 
grandsiro. I feel, Oh maidon, thy spirit of fulness and 
order whisper around me, which motherlike instructs 
thee daily, bids thee spread neatly the cover on the 
table, and even scatter the sand in circles at thy feet. 
Oh dear hand, so godlike ! the hut becomes through 
thee a kingdom of heaven. And hero {ffe lifts itf a 
bed-curtain) what blissful dread seizes me ! Here could 
I linger for whole hours. Nature ! here, in light dreams, 
didst thou form the born angel. Here lay the child, 
its tendor bosom filled with warm life ; and here, 
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2715-2742 


Unb flier tnit Ijeittg reinem SBebeit 2715 

(Sntinirfte fid) bn§ ©otterbilb ! 

llnb bu ! 28 (t 3 fiat bid) tjergefutjrt ? 

SCSie innig fufjl’ id mid geriifjrt I 

355 a§ tuiflft bu fjter ? 23 a§ loirb ba§ $er3 bir fd)iuer ? 

Sfrmfef’ger gaitft ! id) fenne bid ittd)t nteljr. 2720 

llntgicbt mid) I)ier ein Bnuberbuft ? 

SDtid) brang' 3 , fo grnbe 3U geitieffcn, 

Unb fiif)Ie ntidj tit 2 iebe§traunt gerffiegett ! 

©ittb mir ein ©ftief bon jebent ®rttd ber Sitft ? 

Unb trate fte ben Slugenbltd herein, 2725 

SBie loiirbeft bu fiir beittett grebe! biifjen I 
See grofjc §an§, nd), toie fo flein I 
Stig’, f)inge(d)mot3en, if)r git giijjcit. 

2 «c|>t)ift»i>bcie8. @efd)toiitb! id) fef)’ fie uuteit fomnteit. 
jfinift. gort! fort I 3d) Jefjre ltintmermeljr ! 2730 

SBicottiftoObcicS. §ier ift ein Sciftrfjcit, feiblid) fdtoer; 

3d) tjab’g too attbcrS fjcrgcuommeit. 

©teflt ’3 f)ier ltur immer in ben ©drcitt ! 

3d fdtbiir’ end), ifjr bcrgeljtt bie Siititeit ; 

3d) tf)nt eud) ©cidjefdjeii fjinein, 2735 

Um eine attbre 311 geloinnen. 

3loar Sfinb ift Siitb uitb ©pie! ift ©piel. 

Snu ft. 3d toeifj itidjt, foil id) ? 
a»e)>&tftot>(ieJe 3 . grngt if)t Diet? 

Slieint t^r bie(Ieid)t ben ©dot) 3« loaf)rett ? 

®antt rati)’ id eurer Siifternf)eit ( 

®ie liebe fdbne SEageSgeit 
Uitb titir bie loeitre SOitit)' 311 fparcn. 


2740 
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with holily pure growth, the divine image developed 
itself. 

And thou ! — what has brought thee hither 1 How deeply 
stirred I feel ! What wouldst thou here 1 Why grows 
thy heart so heavy 1 Miserable Faust, I know thee no 
more ! 

Does a magic air surround me here 1 I was impelled to 
enjoy so instantly ; and I feel myself dissolving in a 
dream of love ! Are we the sport of every pressure of 
the air 1 

And if she entered at this instant, how wouldst thou atone 
for thine offence ! The braggart — ah, how small ! — 
would lie, melted away, at her feet. 

Mephistopheles. Quick ! I see her coming below. 

Faust. Away, away ! I i-eturn no more. 

Mephistopheles. Hero is a casket, tolerably heavy; I 
took it from somewhero else. Put it cpiick here in the 
press ! I swear to you, her senses will fail her. I 
placed trifles inside to win another. To ho sure, child is 
child, and play is play. 

Faust. I know not — shall 1 1 

Mephistopheles. Can you ask 1 Do you mean perchance 
to keep the treasure 1 Then I advise your wantonness 
to spare the lovely daytime, and further trouble to me. 
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3d) I) off’ nidjt, baf) ifjr geijig fetyb ! 

3d) frafj’ ben ®of)f, reib’ an ben §anben — 

(St fleilt bad JTAfldjcn in ben ©cfyrcin unb bviicft bad ©cfytojj miebec ju.) 


Sta fort 1 gefdjminb 1 — 

2745 

Urn eud) ba§ fiifje junge Sftnb 


3 tad) fierjenS SBunfd) unb SBitt’ ju meitben ; 


Unb ifjr fel)t breiit, 


2(f§ fotttet iljr in ben §orfaat fjittein, 


Slid ftiinben grau leibf)aftig tior end) ba 

2750 

5 {Sf)t)fif unb 9 ftetnf>fjt)fifa 1 


9 htr fort 1 — 

( 216 .) 


ajimflitrctc (mit ciner Sninpc). 

®§ ift fo fdjnnit, fo bmnpfig t)ie I 


•(<3ie madjt bad ffcnflec anf.) 

Hub ift bod) eben fo tuarin nidjt braufj'. 

@§ luirb ntir fo, id) meifj nid)t toic — 2755 

3d) luoUt’, bic SJiuttcr fain’ nad) §aud. 

2 Jtir Iciiift ein ©djauer iibern ganjen Seib — 

S 3 in bod) ein tf)bridjt, furd)tfant SSeib I 

(<3ie f»1ngt an jit fingen, inbem fte ficty andjic^t.) 

($» mar ein ft'oitig in Sljute, 

®ar treu bis an ba§ ®rab, 2760 

®em fterbenb feine 83 ul)te 
®inen golbnen S 3 cd)cr gab. 

®§ ging if)tn nid)ts bariiber, 

®r feert’ if)tt jeben ©djntauS ; 

®ie Stngen gingeit il)m itber, 

@0 oft er tranf baran§. 

Unb af 3 er fain 5 it fterben, 

3fif)tt’ er feine ©tcibt’ int SJieid), 


2765 
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I hope you are not avaricious ! I scratch my head, rub 
my hands — {He places the casket in the press , and closes 
the lock.) 

But away, quick ! — to turn the sweet young child according 
to your heart’s wish and will. And now you look as if 
you had to go to the lecture-room — as if Physic and 
Metaphysic were standing there grey and bodily before 
you ! But away ! (Exeunt.) 


Margaret ( with a lamp). It is so sultry, so close here ! 
{She opens the window.) And yet it is not exactly warm 
outside. I begin to feel I know not how- — I wish my 
mother would come home. A shudder runs over my 
whole body — I am, in sooth, a foolish, timid woman ! 
{She begins to sing as she undresses herself.) 


‘ There was a king in Thule, right truo unto the grave, to 
whom his mistress, dying, gave a golden goblet. 


‘ Nothing was more prized by him ; he emptied it at every 
feast ; his eyes overflowed as often as ho drank out of 
it. 


1 And when he came to die, he counted his cities in the 
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ft-nuft 


2769-2795 


©omit’ afleb [eiitem ©rbctt, 

®en S8ed)er itic^t gugteicg. 2770 

©r fag beirn StonigSmagte, 

®ic Slitter tint ign tier, 

2litf gogetit SSaterfaate, 

®ort aitf beta Scglog am SJicer. 

®ort ftanb ber atte Setter, 2775 

®ratt£ tegte Sebeiteglutg, 

Unb ttmrf ben geitigen SBcdjer 
§innntcr in bic gtutg. 

@r fat) ign ftiitjen, trinfen, 

Unb finten tief itte SOleer. 2780 

®ie Stugen tljaten igm finten, 

®rant nie eiiteit ®ropfen ntegr. 

(®ic eroffnet ben ©ctyreln, iljre .ftleibct einjuriumen, nnb ci&licft bad 
©c$ntucffflftc$en.) 

SEBie tommt ba§ fd)bne SMficgett tjier gereitt '? 

3d) fegtog boefj ganj getoig ben Scgvein. 

©3 ift boeg tnnitberbar ! 28a3 ntag luogt brimte fegtt ? 2785 
SMedeicgt bract’s jentanb ate ein $fanb, 

Unb meine HJtutter tieg barauf. 

®a giingt ein Scgliiffelcgen am S3anb, 

3cg bente toogl, id) mad)’ e§ anf ! 

2Ba8 ift ba§ ? ®ott irn §immet ! Scgau, 279° 

So ma§ gab’ icg mein’ ®age itid)t gefetjit. 

©in Sdjnutd I SKit bent Ifinnt’ cine ©betfran 
Sim goegften geiertage gegn. 

SBie fodte ntir bie liette ftegit ? 

SBem ntag bie $errlid)!eit gegbrett ? 

(@ic pufot jlc$ bamit auf unb tiitt bot ben ©piegel.) 


2795 
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kingdom, granted everything to his heir — not so with 
the goblet. 


1 He sat at the royal banquet — the knights around him — 
in the high ancestral hall, there in the castle by the sea. 


1 There stood the old carousel', drank the last life-glow, and 
threw the hallowed goblet down into the flood. 


‘He saw it plunge, fill, and sink deep into the sea; his 
eyes did sink ; never a drop more drank ho.’ 


(She opens the press to put away her clothes , and perceives 
the casket of jciocls . ) 

How comes this beautiful casket in here ? Why, most 
certainly I locked the press. It is really strange ! 
What may bo in it, I wonder 1 Perhaps some one 
brought it as a pledge, and my mother lent on it. Here 
hangs a little key on the ribbon ; I have a good mind 
to open it. What is that 1 Good heavens ! Look ! I 
have never seen anything like it all my days ! A set of 
jewels ! A lady of rank might go with them to the 
highest festival. How would the chain suit me 1 To 
whom may the magnificence belong 1 ( She adorns her- 

self with them and walks before the glass.) 
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ivnuft 


2796-2817 


SBettit iiur bie Ofjrtiitg' meiitc roiirett ! 

SKait ficfjt bod) fltetc^ gan3 attberS brcitt. 

SBnS ljilft end) ©djihdjeit, jmigeS Slut ? 

S)a§ ift luol)l atlc§ fd)btt unb gut, 

2[fleiit man last’s and; atte§ fct)U ; 2800 

SOton lobt cud) Ijalb mit Srbarntett. 

Sad) ®otbe brciitgt, 

9Cut ©olbe pngt 

$od) alle§ ! Sid), loir Slrntcn ! 


@pa jtergaitg. 

Sfauft (in ©ctnnfcu auf unb abgcljcnt). 3u if)m SUicMiftoMclcS. 

ajicnotftotJijcfcS. Set niter oerfdjmatjten fitebc I Seim l)ij [li- 
febelt (Slemeute I 2805 

3d) luollt', id) U)ii|jte loa§ Slergerb, bajj idj’8 flud)cu fonute ! 
a ft. 2Ba§ I)nft? roab fneipt btc§ bemt jo fcljr? 

@0 fein ©eficbt fab id) in meinem Seben ! 

<9tcf)f)tftofif)e(c8. 3 d) ntodjt’ mid) gleid) bent SEeufel iibergebett, 
SBenn id) nur felbft fein ICeufcl roar' I 2810 

ft a u ft. $at fid) bir roa£ irn !Sopf Derfd)obett ? 

®id) fleibet’S, roie ein Safenber 311 tobett ! 
s9ict)t)tftof)f)eic8. ®enft nur, belt ©djntud, fiir ©retcfjeit ait. 
flefdjafft, 

Sett Ijat ein SfSfaff l)imoeggerafft ! — 

Sie SJhitter friegt bad ®ittg ju fcfjaueit, 2815 

©leidj faitgt’d if)r fjeintlid) att jtt grauett : 

®ie gran fjat gar eitten feinen ©erudj, 
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If but the earrings were mine ! One really looks at once 
quite different in them. What does beauty, and young 
blood avail you ? That, no doubt, is all well and good ; 
hut people also leave it all alone. They praise you half 
in pity. After gold presses — on gold hangs — in reality 
everything. Alas, we poor ! 


Promenade. 

Faust in thought, going np and down ; to him Mefhistopheles. 

Mephistopheles. By all despised love ! By the infernal 
element ! I would I knew something worse that I might 
curse by it ! 

Faust. What ’s the matter with you 1 What pinches you, 
then, so hard 1 I never saw such a face in my life ! 

Mephistopheles. I covdd give myself to the devil directly, 
if only I were no devil myself ! 

Faust. Has anything got deranged in your head 1 It be- 
comes you to rave like a madman ! 

Mephistopheles. Only think, the set of jewels provided 
for Gretchen — a priest has snatched it away ! The 
mother gets to soe the thing ; she at once begins secretly 
to fear. The woman has a very fine scent, ever snuffles 
0 
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ftauft 


2818-28^8 


©dmuffett intnter int ©efietBudj, 

Uttb riedf)t’§ einem jcbeu SJtobct ait, 

06 ba§ ®ittg tjeitig ift ober profan; 2820 

Unb an bent ©dfntud, ba fpiirt’ fie’? ftar 
®afj babei nidft toiel ©egeit mar. 

„ SJtein Sinb 1 " rief fie, „ uugeredjte? ©ut 
SSefcingt bte ©cele, geljrt aitf ba? S 3 tut. 

SBottett’? ber SDtutter ©ottc? tueiljcn, 2825 

SBirb un? mit §intniet?ntanua erfreuen I " 

SJlargretleht jog eiit fdjiefe? SJiaul ; 

3ft tjatt, badjt’ fie, eiit gefdjenttcr ©ant, 

Unb luatjrlid) I gottto? ift nid)t ber, 

®er itjit fo fciit gcbrad)t tjierfjei'. 2830 

®ie DJiutter ticfj cineit $faffeit fontnteit ; 

®er Ijatte launt ben ©flag Deritomnten, 

Sicjj fid) ben Stnbtid motjl befjageu. 

@r fprad) : „ ©0 ift ntan red)t gefinnt I 

2Ser iibermiitbet, ber geminnt. 2835 

®ie St!ird)e I)at cineit guteit SKageti, 

§at ganje Sanber anfgefreffcn, 

Uitb bod) nod) itie fid) iibergeffeit ; 

®ie ®ird)’, attein, nteitte tiebeit graueit, 

Sfann ungered)te? ©tit Perbauen." 2840 

3 a u ft. ®a§ ift eiit attgemeiner SBraud), 

@iit Sub’ nitb Stbnig faitn e? and). 

SBtcnbiftonticicS. ©trid) branf cin ©pange, Stett’ 1111b 9 iing, 
9 tt? miiren’? e 6 en SPfifferting’, 

®antt’ itidjt ioettiger unb ttid)t nietjr, 2845 

2 tt? ob’? eiit Sforb bolt SKiiffe mar’, 

SBerfprad) itjnen alien f)intntlifd)en Sofpt — 

Unb fie loaren fef)r erbaut baoon. 
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in her prayer-book, and tells by the smell of every piece 
of furniture whether the thing is holy or profane ; and 
in the set of jewels she scents out clearly that there was 
not much blessing about it. ‘My child,’ cried she, 
‘unrighteous wealth troubles the soul, consumes the 
blood. AVe will devote it to the Mother of God ; she 
will gladden us with heavenly manna.’ Little Margaret 
drew a wry mouth ; in sooth, thought she, it is a gift- 
horse ; and truly he is not godless who brought it here 
so handsomely ! The mother sent for a priest. He had 
scarcely perceived the jest when ho seemed well pleased 
at the sight. He spoke : ‘ This shows a good disposition. 
He that overcometh wins. The church has a good 
stomach, has devoured whole countries, and yet has 
never hitherto overeaton herself. The church alone, 
my good women, can digest unrighteous wealth.’ 


Faust. That is a general custom ; a Jew and a king can 
do it too. 


Mephistopheles. Thereupon he swept off a clasp, chain, 
and ring, just as if they were mere trifles ; thanked no 
less and no more than if it were a basketful of nuts; 
promised them all heavenly reward — and much edified 
they were by it. 
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2849-2872 


S-OMft 

3-nuft. Hub ©retdjen? 

»ic)>i)ifluV0cic3. ©ifjt nun lmrufjboU, 

SBeifj tneber tons fie tnid nodj foil, 2850 

SDenft att§ ©cfdjnteibe Sag mtb Stadjt, 

9tod) titcfjr ait ben, bcr’3 ifjr gcbradjt. 

3-iuift. Se§ 8iebdjen§ Summer tfjut ntir leib. 

@d)aff’ bit if)r gtcid) eiit iteit ©efdjnteib’ ! 

2(m erften tear ja fo nid)t Biel. 2855 

aicBOifioUbcics. 0 jn, bent germ ift at(c§ Sinberfpicl ! 
Bouft. Uitb mad)', unb rid)t ’3 nad) meittem ©inn ! 

§ang’ bid) an if»ve 9 }ad)bariit ! 

Set) Scufel bodf ltur ttidjt loie 93 rei, 

Unb fdjaff’ eiiten tienen ©djmtttf Ijerbei ! 2860 

s»U)>0tftot>f)cic8. 3 a, gitiib’ger §err, oott §erjen gerne. 

(Sauft ab.) 

©0 eiit Berliebtcr Sdfor Berpitfft 

@ud) ©omte, SKoitb mtb atlc ©tcrne 

Sum geitbertreiB bent 2 iebd)en in bie Sufi. ( 516 .) 


Set Stacbbarin £auiS. 

sotnvttjc (al(eitt). ©ott Bern's meittem liebett SKatttt, 2865 
@r Ijat an tttir ttidjt tooI)Igetf)an ! 

©ef)t ba ftracfs in bie SBett Ijinein, 

Uttb lafjt ntidj auf bent ©trot) alleitt. 

Uljfit i()tt bod) luatjvtid) nidjt betriibeit, 

Sljcit iljn, toeift ©ott ! red)t tierjtidj liebett. (@ie tociitt.) 

Sie(Ieid)t ift er gar tobt I — 0 'fkilt I 2871 

fpatt’ idj mtr eiiten Uobtcitfdjciit I 
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Faust. And Gretchen 1 

Mephistopheles. Is now sitting full of restlessness, know- 
ing neither what she wants nor what she should do, 
thinking on the set of trinkets day and night, — still 
more on him who brought it for her. 

Faust. My darling’s trouble grieves me. Get you directly 
a new set of trinkets for her ! There was not, you 
know, so much about the first. 

Mephistopheles. Oh, to be sure, all is child’s play to the 
gentleman ! 

FAUST. And do it, and order it, according to my wish. 
Stick to her neighbour. Only, pray don’t be a milk- 
and-water devil; and bring hither a fresh set of jewels. 

Mephistopheles. Yes, gracious sir, with all my heart. 

(Exit Faust.) 

Such an enamoured fool blazes away into the air sun, 
moon, and all the stars, by way of pastime for his 
sweetheart. (Exit.) 


The Neighbour’s House. 

Martha (alone). God forgive my dear husband ; he has 
not acted well by mo ! He goes straight away into the 
world, and leaves me alone on the straw. Yet truly 
I did not trouble him ; God knows, I did love him right 
heartily. (She weeps.) Perhaps he is even dead ! — 
Oh, torture ! — Had I but a death certificate ! 
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2873-2897 


'.'.'leu- il tin'll' fommt. 

aini fltiictc. gran SRarttje ! 

fflinvtf)c. ©retefd)en, iuaS jolt’s? 

a'favnavctc. gaft fiitlert mir bie Sfniee nieber ! 

®n finb’ icfj fo chi Stiiftdjen toicber =873 

git nteinem ©djreiit, uoit ©beitbofj, 

Uitb ©adjett, Ijerrtid) gang unb gar, 

SBeit rcidjer, afS baS erfte loar. 
ffltnvtijc. ®aS muff ©ie itidjt ber SRutter fagen; 

®flcit’S toieber gfeidj jur SBeidjte trageit. =880 

Wim-nni'ctc. Stef) fef)’ ©ie mtr! ad) fdiau’ ©ie nur! 
wiavtijc ( 45 ufjt fie mtf). O bu gfiidfefge Ereaturl 
ioin von vote. ®arf ntid), feiber, nic§t auf ber ©affett, 

Stodj in ber Sfirdje ntit fcljeit faffen. 
swnviijc. Sfomm bu itur oft jtt mir fjeriiber, 2885 

Unb leg’ belt ©djmucE f)ier Ijeimfid) an ; 

©pagier’ ein ©tihtbdjen fang bem ©piegefgfaS ooriiber, 

2 Sir fjabeu uitfre greube bran. 

Hub bamt giebt’S einett Sfttfafj, giebfs ein geft, 

S 80 matt’s fo ttad) unb ttad) bett Senten fefiett fiifjt. 2890 
©in ffiettdjcn erft, bie iperte bamt iuS Dtjr ; 

®ic SJiiitter fief)t’S looljf itidjt, man mad)t if)r and) loaS Oor. 
iWnvonvctc. SBer fonnte itur bie beibcit Sfiiftd)en briitgen? 

@S gef)t nid)t ju ntit rediten ®ingeit ! (®3 ffoJpft.) 
iOlnvonvctc. Sid) ©ott I ittag baS nteine £DZuttet fetjn ? 2895 

soinvtijc (ouvdjS 93ovI)anget gudeitb). @8 iff eiit frember .gerr 
— jpereiit ! 


iyiepOiftuMelei* tritt auf. 

tvte)if)ifto)if)cie9. SSiit fo frei, grab’ fjereitijutreten, 
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Margaret enters . 

Margaret. Dame Martha ! 

Martha. What ’s the matter, Gretchen 1 

Margaret. My knees almost sink under me ! Here I find 
in my press just such another casket, of ebony, and 
things quite magnificent — far richer than the first was. 

Martha. You must not tell that to your mother ; she kl 
carry it at once to confession again. 

Margaret. Ah, only see ! Ah, only look 1 

Martha ( dresses her up). Oh you happy creature ! 

Margaret. Unfortunately, I must not appear with them 
in the streets, nor in the church. 

Martha. Do but come often over hither to me, and put 
on the set of jewels privately here; walk a little hour 
before the looking-glass ; we shall have our enjoyment 
in that. And then there comes an occasion, thero comes 
a holiday, when, little by little, one lets people see it ; — 
a chain first, then the pearl in the ear. I dare say your 
mother will not see it — or one will make some pretence 
to her. 

Margaret. Who could possibly bring the two caskets 1 
There is something not natural about it. (4 knock.) 
Good God ! can that be my mother 1 

MARTHA (peeping through the curtain). It is a strange gentle- 
man. — Come in 1 

Mephistohiei.es enters . 

Mephistopheles. I’ve made free to come in at once; I 
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0M* 


2898-2926 


SOtuf) Bet ben grauen SBerjetfjit erbeten. 

(Icitt ctyrer&ietig wot *Diargarctcn juriicf.) 

SCSottte nad) gratt SJtnrtfje ©d)iuerbt(ein frngcn ! 
ana*tf)c. Qd) bin’s. 23 a§ f)Qt bcr §err 311 fagen ? 2900 

s»ic)>f)ifto()ficicS (Icifc 511 ifn). Qd) feitne ©ie jcjjt, ntir ift ba§ 
genug; 

©ie f)at bn gar oorne(jntcn Sefttd). 

SBer3eiljt bie greiljeit, bie id) genonniteit, 

2 Bitt nnd) SJlittage toieber tommen. 
sotavtijc (tnut). Sett!', Siinb, urn ntteS in ber 2 Mt! 2905 
®er §err bid) fiir eiit granlein (jiitt. 
ajiotflnvctc. 3 d) bin ein nrnteS jungeS 23 (ut; 

2(d) ©ott I bcr §err ift gar 311 gnt : 

©d)imtd nnb ®cfd)ineibe fiitb nid)t mein. 

3 (d), e§ ift nid)t ber ©djntnd ntteiit ; 2910 

©ie t)at ein SSefen, ein S 3 (id, fo fdiarf ! 

SSie freitt ntidj’8, bafj id) blcibett barf ! 
seiavtijc. 2Ba§ bringt Sr bettit ? Sierlaitge fefjr — 
c 4 1 f 1 0 v B c ( c s . 3 cfj loollt’, id) l)att’ eine froljere 3 )tci()r' ! 

3d) ^offe, ©ie (afjt mice’s brant nid^t biijjcn : 2915 

31)r SJlann ift tobt, nnb (cifjt ©ie griifjeit. 
ffltnrtijc. 3ft tobt? ba§ treue $erj! Otoe!)! 

SDfeitt SKaitn ift tobt I 2 (d), id) oergeb’ I 
sotaranvcte. 2(d) ! (iebc gran, Oerjiueifeft nid)t I 
anc))()tftot>t)ctc3. ©0 ()iirt bie trnnrige ®c[d)id|t' ! 2920 

attavgacetc. 3 d) iitbdjte brunt mein’ SEag' nid)t (iebett ; 

SBiirbe mid) SSerluft 311 ®obe betriiben. 
ancl)t)iftot)i)cic8. greub’ ntufj 2eib, 2eib ntufj greube bnben. 
a»nvti)c. Erja()(t ntir feitteS SebeitS ©d)(uf)! 

SBicvfjiftonficies. Sr (iegt in 2 | 3 abita begraben 2925 

S 3 eint Ijeitigen 2 (ntoniuS, 
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must beg pardon of the ladies. (He steps back respectfully 
before Margaret). 1 wish to inquire after Mrs. Martha 
Schwerdtlein. 

Martha. I am she. What has the gentleman to sa} r 1 

Mephistopheles (aside to her). I know you now ; that is 
enough for me; you have a very distinguished visitor 
there. Excuse the liberty which I have taken ; I ’ll 
come again in the afternoon. 

MARTHA (aloud). Think, child — of all things in the world ! 
The gentleman takes you for a lady. 

Margaret. I am a poor young creature. O heavens! 
the gentleman is much too good ; the jewels and trinkets 
are not mine. 

Mephistopheles. Ah, it is not the jewels only ; she has a 
presence, a glance so penetrating ! How glad I am that 
I may stay ! 

Martha. What do you bring, then 1 I am anxious. 

Mephistopheles. I would I had happier nows ! I hope 
you will not make me suffer for it. Your husband is 
dead, and sends you his greetings. 

Martha. Is dead 1 — the faithful heart ! Oh, woe ! My 
husband is dead ! Ah, I shall die ! 

Margaret. Ah, dear dame, do not despair ! 

Mephistopheles. Well, hear the sad story ! 

Margaret. For this reason I should wish never to be in 
love all my days ; the loss would grieve me to death. 

Mephistopheles. Joy must have sorrow — sorrow, joy. 

Martha. Kelate to me the close of his life ! 

Mephistopheles. He lies buried in Padua at St An- 
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2927-2954 


2(it eiitev iuot)[geiuei()ten ©tcitte 
Sum cioig fiitjten Dtutjebctte. 
fflfnrtijc. $abt itjr (oitft nidjts an mid) jit bringen? 
3ftct)!)iftopfyc(c3. 3 a, eiite SSitte, grog unb fd^locr : 2930 

Safj @ie bodj ja fiir iljn breifjunbert Steffen fingeit ! 

3ni iibrigen fiub meine $afd)cu tccr. 
soidfHic. 2 BaS! 9 tid)t ein ©djauftiid ! SEein ©efc^mcib’ ? 

SBa§ jebcr Saitbtuerfsiburfd) irn ©runb bc§ ©cicfetS ffmrt, 
Bunt atngebenfcn aufbetoafjrt, 2935 

Unb tiebcr tjungert, lieber bcttelt I 
S9tct>8tftot)f)eic3. Stabant, c§ tljut nttt Ijerjlid) teib; 
atUein er tjat feirt ©etb loa()rt)aftig nidjt Uerjettett. 

Stud) cr bcreute fcine getjter fetjr, 

3 a, tutb bejammerte feiit Ungtiid nod) Diet nteljr. 2940 
SDtnrgncctc. Std) ! bag bie Sieitfdjen to ungliidtidj finb 1 
©eloig icfj loitt fiir igit ntaitd) Sicgiticiit nod) betcn. 
s»lc))Otft0))i)cic8. 3 ^n Warct toertl), gteid) in bie Gst)’ 511 
trcten : 

3 fji' feijb ein tiebenStoiirbig Siitb. 
sotnrgnvctc. 9 (d) ueiit I ba 8 geljt jefct nodj nidit an. 2945 
»tct>i)iftot)t)cic 3 . 3 ft’^ uidjt eiit Stann, feij’g bcrioeil ein 
©atait. 

’§ ift cine ber grfigten £>iinmet§gaben, 

@0 citt tieb ®ing im Strm 511 1)abeu. 
anncgntctc. $a 3 ift beS SanbeS itid)t ber 83 rnudj. 
»icvi)iftu)jiH'ic3. S 3 raud) ober nidjt I ©g giebt fic§ aucf). 2950 
s»tnvH)c. ($rjfif)tt ntir bod^> ! 

ivtc)>()iftt 0 )ii)ctc 3 . 3 d) ftaub an fcincm ©terbebette; 

©I toar ttm 3 beffer at§ ooit Stift, 

SSon (jatbberfauttem ©trot) ; adeiit cr ftarb at 3 ©grift, 

Unb fatib, bag er toeit tneljr nodj auf ber Sedje tjiitte. 
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thony’s, in a spot well consecrated for an eternally cool 
bed of rest. 

Martha. Have you nothing else to bring me 1 

Mephistopheles. Yes; a request great and weighty: pray 
he sure to have three hundred masses sung for him ! 
As for the rest, my pockets are empty. 

Martha. What, not a medal 1 no trinket 1 — what every 
journeyman saves at the bottom of his pouch, kept for a 
token, and rather hungers, rather begs — 

Mephistopheles. Madam, I am very sorry; hut really 
he has not squandered his money. He also much 
repented of his faults; and bewailed his ill-luck still 
more. 

Margaret. Alas, that mankind are so unfortunate ! As- 
suredly, I will pray many a requiem for him. 

Mephistopheles. You would ho worthy to enter at once 
into matrimony ; you are a lovable child. 

Margaret. Ah, no ! that cannot he yet awhilo. 

Mephistopheles. If it is not a husband, it may he a 
gallant meanwhile. It is one of the greatest gifts of 
heaven to have so sweet a thing in one’s arms. 

Margaret. That is not the custom of the country. 

Mephistopheles. Custom or not, it happens all the same ! 

Martha. Pray, relate to me ! 

Mephistopheles. I stood by his deathbed ; ' it was some- 
what better than dung, — of half-rotten straw ; but ho 
died like a Christian, and found that ho had still much 
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S-nuft 


2955-2982 


„2Bie," rief er, „ muf; id; mid; Ooit ©ruitb aite I;af}eit, 2955 
@o mein ©emerb’, mein 2Beib fo ju Oertaffen ! 

Std; ! bie ©rintt’rung tobtet midj. 

33ergab’ fie ntir nut nod; in bie(em Seben 1 " — 
anot*i)c (meinenb). ®er gute Sftann ! id; bob’ if;nt tangft oer< 
geben. 

sBUBBifttonbcics. „2(Hein, met); ©ott! fie mar metjr ©djulb 

at§ id;." 2960 

s»jort()c. ®a§tiigter! 2Ba§! am Dianb be? ©tabs ju litgctt ! 
micBOiftobbcics. Sr fabette gemifi in tcfjtcu 3ilgen, 

SBeitn id; ttur I;atb ein Sfenner bin. 

„ Qcb I;attc," fpradj cr, „ nidjt 311m Bcitocrtreib j lt gnffeit, 
©rft Sfinber, unb bann S3rot ftir fie git fdjaffen, 2965 

Unb S3rot int atterlocitften ©inn, 

Unb Jonitte nidjt einmat mein Sfjeit in griebett effen." 
annvtoc. ,f?at er fo alter Sreu’, fo alter Sieb’ oergeffeit, 

®er ifStaderei bei Sag unb SJiadjt 1 
souobiftobbcics. SJiid;t bod;, er t;at eud; bcrstid; bran gebad;t. 
©r fprad; : „ Stte icb nun ioeg Ooit SDMta ging, 2971 

®a betet’ id; fiir grau unb Sinber briinftig ; 

UnS mar benn aud; bcr §immct giinftig, 

®afj unfer ©d;iff eiit tiirfifd; gabtrjeitg fing, 

®a§ einen @d;ajs be§ grofjen ©uttan§ fiibrte. 2975 

®a loarb ber Safjferfeit itjr 2 ot;n, 

Hub id; entpfing benn and;, ioie fid;’§ gebiifjrte, 

SOiein moI;tgemeffne§ Sbeit baDon." 
s)invt()c- ©i mie ? @i mo ? §at er’s oietteidjt oergraben ? 
sBicOOiftoobctcs. SBer meifi, mo nun es bie oier SSinbe 
baben I 2980 

©in fd;i)neS grauteiit nat;m fid; feiner an, 

Site er in Sftafiet fremb urntjerfbasierte ; 



The Neighbour’s House 


221 


more upon his score. ‘ How thoroughly,’ he cried, ‘ must 
I detest myself, so to abandon my business, and my 
wife ! Ah, the recollection kills me ! Could she but 
forgive me while in this life ! ’ 

Martha {weeping). The good man ! I have long forgiven 
him. 

Mephistopiieles. ‘ But she, God knows, was more in fault 
than I.’ 

Martha. There he lied ! AYhat, tell lies on the brink of 
the grave ! 

Mephistopiieles. He certainly fabled with his last breath, 
if I am but half a judge. ‘ I had not,’ he said, ‘ to gape 
for pastime — first, children, and then to get bread for 
them — and bread in the very widest sense — and could 
not oven eat my portion in peace.’ 

Martha. Did he thus forget all my fidelity, all my love, 
the drudgery by day and night ! 

Mepiiistopheles. By no means ; I assure you, he affec- 
tionately reflected on it. He said : ‘ Now, when I went 
away from Malta, I prayed there fervently for my wife 
and children,- heaven also was then so gracious to us 
that our ship took a Turkish vessel, which carried a 
treasure of the great Sultan. Its reward there came to 
valour; and I also then received, as was proper, my 
rightly-measured share of it.’ 

Martha. Why, how 1 Why, where 1 Has he perchance 
buried it 1 

Mephistopiieles. Who knows where now the four winds 
have blown it ! A fair damsel took an interest in him, 
as he was strolling about, a stranger, in Naples. She 
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@ie I)at an iljnt Diet Sieb’S uitb Srcu'S getljan, 

Saf3 cr ’3 bi§ an fciit felig ©nbe fpiirte. 

0»a*t&c. ®er ©djeltn ! ber ®ieb an feittcn Sinbern ! 2983 

2 lud) atlc§ Gstenb, attc Stott) 
ftonnt’ nictjt fcin fd^cinbltcT; Sebeit t)inbent ! 
SBUnOiftoVbcrcS. Siafcljt! bafiir ift er nun tobt. 

28 ar’ id) nun je^t an euerat tptage, 

SBetraurt’ id) if|n ein giicfittg Saijr, 2990 

Stifirte battn untcrloeit’ uad) eineni neucn ©djafte. 

SBinvtijc. Std) ©ottl toie bod; mein erftcr war, 
gittb' idj nid)t letc^t auf biefer SBett ben anbertt ! 

©§ fonute taunt etit fjerjigcr Starrdjen feQit. 

©o tiebte nur ba 3 attjutiiele SBattbern, 299s 

Uttb frcntbe SBeiber, unb freinbeu SBeht, 

Unb ba§ oerffncf)tc SBiirfetfpict. 
s»ic)ji)iftoof)ctc8. Stun, nun, fo fount’ c§ gefjtt unb ftetjcu, 
SBetttt er end) uttgcfaf)r (0 OicI 

S8on feiner ©eite ttadjgefeljen. 3000 

3Sd) fdjtobr' eudi ju, mit bent SBcbittg 
SBedifett’ id) fetbft mit end) ben Sting ! 
sotnrttjc. D, e 3 beliebt bem $errn ju fcfiergen I 
s»tc))t)ifto))tKic8 (fur ftcb). Stun ntadj’ id) mid) bei geiten fort! 
®ie §iette motjt ben ®eufet fetbft beint SBort. 3005 

(3u ©retdjen.) 

2Bie ftetjt e§ benn mit Sfjrent fjerjen ? 
totovoaretc. 2 Ba§ nteint ber Jperr bamit ? 
iOieot)i(tot)iKtcS (fur fid;). ®u gut§, uitfdjutbig? ffittb I 

(fiaut.) 

Sebt tootjl, if)r gratt’n ! 

SOinronrete. Sebt Jt)of)I ! 

sstortije. O fagt ntir bod) gefd)tuinb ! 
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showed much love and truth to him ; so that he felt it 
unto his blessed end. 

Martha. The villain ! The robber of his children ! No* 
even all the wretchedness, all the want, could check his 
scandalous life ! 

Mephistopheles. But see ! for that, he is now dead. 
Now, wore I at present in your place, I should mourn 
him for one chaste year, and meanwhile have an eye to- 
wards a new sweetheart. 

Martha. Ah, God ! such as my first was, I- shall not easily 
find in this world his like. There could hardly be a 
dearer little fool. He did but love excessive roving, 
and foreign women, and foreign wine, and the cursed 
dicing. 

Mephistopheles. Well, well, that might have passed if 
haply ho had indulged you as much on his part. I 
swear to you, with that condition, I would exchange the 
ring with you myself. 

Martha. Oh, the gentleman is pleased to jest ! 

Mephistopheles (aside). Now I shall take myself off in 
time. I dare say she would hold the devil himself to 
his word. (To GretCHEN.) How fares it, then, with 
your heart 1 

Margaret. AVhat means the gentleman by that ? 

Mephistopheles (aside). Thou good, innocent child ! 
(aloud) Farewell, ladies ! 

Margaret. Farewell ! 

Martha. Oh do tell me quickly ! I should like to have a 
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3d) rnodjte gem eitt Qeugnifs tjaben, 

23o, ioie unb Ioann mein @dja£ geftorBeu uitb begraben. 

3d) bin Doit je ber Drbnung greuttb gemefen, 3011 

9 Jiiid)t' i()it nud) tobt int SSodjenbtcittdjen lefeit. 
aiicobiftovOcics. Qn, gnte gran, bnrd) gtoeier Beugeit SDlunb 
SBirb adermcgS bie 2Batjrf)eit !nnb ; 

$abe nod) gar ciiten feiiten ©efedeit, 3015 

®en mid td) eudj nor ben dtidjter fteden. 

3d) bring’ if)it f)er. 
annttijc- 0 tt)utbn 3 jal 

s»!c()()iito()i)cic3. Unb I)ier bie Suttgfrau ift and) ba? — 

©in braber ®nab’ ! ift Diet gereif’t ; 

grauteinS ade §iiflidjfeit ertoeift. 3020 

ssinronvctc. SJUifitc nor bent £>erreit fd)antrotf) luerbeit. 
»ic()f)ifto))i)cic 3 . Sor feinem ffonige ber Grben. 
sBiartijc. ®a I)internt $au§ in meinem Oarten 
SBodeit loir ber §crrn f)eut Stbenb marten. 


©trafie. 

Snuft. S»lct>f)iftoMele4- 

3 niift. SBieift’3? SCSid’S fbrbent ? SDSid’g balb gef)it ? 30=5 

seicMiftobijclea. 211) brnbol ginb’ id) end) irn genet ? 

3 n fnrjer Beit ift ©retdjen euer. 

.§6111 2 tbenb fodt’ iljr fie bei SdadjbarS 2 JtartI)en fet)n : 

$ab ift ein SBeib mie anSertcfen 
Bum Suppter= unb Bigeunermefen ! 3030 

3 mi it- ©oreditl 
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certificate where, how, and when my darling died and 
was buried. I have at all times been a friend to 
method; I should like also to read his death in the 
weekly paper. 

Mephistopheles. Yes, good lady, everywhere, through the 
mouth of two witnesses the truth becomes known. I 
have, moreover, a distinguished companion, whom I 
will bring before the judge for you. I will fetch him 
here. 

Martha. Oh be sure to do so ! 

Mephistopheles. And the young lady hero will bo there 
too 1 A fine lad ! — has travelled much, shows all 
courtesy to young ladies. 

Margaret. I should have to blush with shame boforo the 
gentleman. 

Mephistophei.es. Boforo no king of the earth ! 

Martha. Behind the house there, in my garden, we will 
await the gentlemen this evening. 


Street. (2) 

Faust. Mephistopheles. 

Patjst. How goes it 1 Will it speed 1 Will it soon come 
off 1 

Mephistopheles. Ah, bravo ! Do I find you aflame t In 
a short time Grotchon will be yours. This evening you 
shall see her at neighbour Martha’s ; that is a woman 
chosen as it were for the pimp and gipsy line, 

Faust. That 's right ! 

P 
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ancfitjiftobbctcs. Sod) iotrb audj iua§ bon unS begept. 
Smift- (Sin Sicnft ift i»of)t beg anbern toertt). 

0»c*>i)tfto(> odes. 2Bir legeit itur eiit gitttig geugnifi ntebet, 
®afj ipe§ ©perrn auSgeredte ©lieber 
3 n $abitn mt pil’ger Static nip. 3035 

Snuft. Sep Ititg 1 2 Bir loerben erft bie Steife madjeit ntiiffeit. 
ajtcfiljiftcfiOcIcS. Sancta simplicitas ! barum ift’S nid)t 311 
tpm ; 

SBejeitgt itur, ope biel ju tniffen 1 
S-mift- SBettn Gsr nic§t§ S3effer§ ^at, fo ift ber ^fSIait jetriffeit. 
s9Jc^t)iftoi)t)cic8. 0 pit’ger SUtann I ®a toiir’t tf»v’§ nun t 
3ft e§ baS erfte SOtat in euetrn Seben, 3041 

®ajj ip falfd) ^eitgntg abgelegt? 

§abt ip bon ©ott, ber SBelt mtb tnaS fid) briit betuegt, 
SBom SKenfdjcit, loa§ fidj ipt in Kopf nub $erjeit regt, 
®efinitioiten nid^t mit grojfer SEraft gegeben, 3045 

SOlit fced)et Stirite, fiiper 33 ruft ? 

Unb tuollt it)t reep ing 3 mt’re geljcit, 

$abt itjr babon, ip nipt eS grab’ geftepn, 

So biet atS bon .fjerrn Sdperbttcin’S ®ob getuufit ! 

3 « uft. ®u bift unb bleibft ein Siigner, ein Sopifte. 3550 
sotcbbifttAbbeics. So, toenn man’s nidjt eitt bifpen tiefer 
ibiiffte. 

®emt morgen toirft, in alien ©pen, 

®aS arnte ©retcpit nidjt betpren, 

Unb attc Scetentieb’ ip fdporen ? 
ffAuft. Unb jtnar bon §erjen. 3°ss 

<»tcf)t)tft8t>t)ctc8. ©lit unb fd;0n I 

®amt tuirb bon elo'gcr ®rcu’ nub Siebc, 

S3on cinjig iiberaHmcid)t’gem ®riebe — 

3Birb baS and) fo bon .^erjen geljn ? 
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Mephistopheles. Still something also is required of us. 

Faust. One good turn indeed deserves another. 

Mephistopheles. We merely lodge a formal deposition 
that the outstretched limbs of her late lord repose at 
Padua in holy ground. 

Faust. Very sago ! We shall first have to make tli6 
journey. 

Mephistopheles. Sancta simplicitas ! There ’s no need of 
that. Merely depose without knowing too much. 

Faust. If you havo nothing better, the plan is broken up. 

Mephistopheles. Oh holy man ! There, indeed, you 
would bo one ! Is it tho first time in your lifo that you 
have borne falso witness 1 Havo you not with great 
energy, with shameless brow, with bold breast, given 
definitions of God, the world, and what moved therein ; 
of man — what stirs in his brain and heart 1 And if you 
would dive into your conscience, havo you known as 
much of these matters — you must confess it frankly — as 
of Mr. Schwerdtloin’s death 1 

Faust. Thou art, and wilt remain, a liar, a sophist. 

Mephistopheles. Ay, if one did not look a little deeper. 
For will you not to-morrow, in all honour, befool the 
poor Gretchen, and vow to her the love of all your 
soul 1 

Faust. And truly from my heart. 

Mephistopheles. Oh, excellent ! Then there will be talk 
of eternal truth and love, of a single overpowering 
passion — will that also come from the heart 1 
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S- mi ft. Safj ba§ I @8 luirb I — SBcitn id; cmpfiitbe, 
gilt ba§ ©efiiljt, flit ba§ ©cmiil)t 3060 

9tad) Stamen fuc^e, feineit fiitbe, 

SDann burc§ bte SBelt ntit aHeit ©iitneit fc^inetfe, 

Stadj adctt tjbd)ften SBortcit gtcife, 

Unb bicfe ©futl), Doit bet id; brentte, 

Unenbtid), cluig, eloig nettne, 3065 

3 ft ba§ ein teuflifd) Sugenfpiel ? 
s 9 tct)t)tftot)ijcic 3 . 3d) fjab’ bod; 3ted)t I 
Snuff. §iSr’ ! — rncvt’ bir bic§ — 

3 d) bitte bid), unb fdjone meine Sitngc — 

SZBer Stedjt befallen tuiH unb f)at ititr etne Sunge, 

SMjcilt’S getuig. 3070 

Unb fomrn, id) Ijab’ be§ <5d)tonj)en3 Uebcrbrug ; 

®citit bit fjnft 3tcd)t, borjiiglid) toeil id) 11111 ( 3 . 


©arten. 

SOlaronvctc an SnuftcuS Strm. 2))avlt)C mil 2>!cf>t)tftofit)ctcS 
auf unb ab fpnjierent. 

sDtnvom'ctc. 3 d) fiiljl’ cS luofjt, bag mid) bet $err nut fcfjxntt, 
$erab fid) tagt, ittidj ju befdjiimen. 

©in Steifcnbcr ift fo gelootjnt, 3°7S 

8 fu§ ©iitigfeit fiirlieb ju nei)men ; 

3 dj meig ju gut, bag fold) erfal)titen 9Kattit 
SJtciit arm ©cfpriid) nid)t unterffalteu faun. 

Snuft. ©in S3Iid bon bit, ©in SEBort mct)t unterptt, 

9lf3 aHe S53ci0f|eit bicfet SEBclt. 3080 

(Sr Juft tyre -Snub.) 
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Faust. Leave that ! It will ! — When I feel, and seek 
after names for the feelings, for the tumult, and find 
none — then sweep with all my senses through the world, 
grasp at all loftiest words, and call this flame with 
which I burn endless, eternal, eternal — is that a devilish 
play of lies 1 

MEPHISTOPHELES. Yet I am right ! 

Faust. Listen ! mark you this, I pray you, and spare my 
lungs ; ho who wills to carry his point, and has hut a 
tongue, will certainly carry it. And come, I am weary 
of prating ; for you are right, — particularly because I 
cannot help myself. 


Garden. 

Margaret on Faust’s arm. Martha walking up anti down 
with MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Margaret. I feel indeed that the gentleman only indulges 
me — demeans himself, and shames me by it. A traveller 
is so accustomed, out of good-nature, to put up with 
things. I know too well that my poor talk cannot 
interest so experienced a man. 

Faust. One glanco from thee, one word, is more interest- 
ing than all the wisdom of this world. (He kisses her 
hand.) 
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ainronrcte. gnfommobirt end; nidjt I 28 tc fount it;r fie mir 
fiiffen ? 

©ie ift jo garfttg, ift jo rant) ! 

2Ba§ I;ab’ id; nid;t jd;oit at(e§ fdjaffeit lniiffcn I 
®ie Shutter ift gar 311 geitau. 

(®e$n ttocuber.) 

aim-toe. ilnb ii;r, mein $cvr, il;r reift jo immerfort ? 3085 

s9!c^f)iftovbcic«. 9 (d;, ba& ©etoerb’ ititb ^jSflicJit uite baju 
treibcit ! 

9Jtit loic Diet ©djmerj Oerliifjt man mnudjcit Ort, 

Unb barf bod; mtn eiitmat itid;t Bleibeit I 
annrtijc. rafdjett 3nf)rcit get;t’§ luof;t an, 

@0 urn unb urn frei bnrd; bic 28 ett 311 ftreifen ; 3090 

®od; fontmt bic biife 8cit f;eran, 

Unb fid) ate §agcftol3 allein 311m ©rab 311 fdjteifen, 

®a§ (;at nod; Jeinem loof|t gettjaii. 

®ic^i)ifto^()cic8. 9 Jiit ©raujeit fcf;’ id; baS Doit toeitcu. 
soinvtsc. ®rum, wcrtljcr §crr, beratf;et cud; in jjcitcn I 3095 

(®eT;n ttoru&er.) 

ffliovanvcte. 3<b aite belt Slugeit, auS bem ©inn I 
®ie $oftidjfeit ift eud; getaufig ; 

Sttteiu it;r tjabt ber greunbe tjaufig, 

©ie finb nerftcinbiger, ate id; bin. 

S a uft. O S 3 efte 1 glaube, loaS man fo Ucvftnnbig lieunt, 3100 
Qft oft ntefir ©itetfeit nttb Sbursfimt. 

iVtn vn a vete. 9 Bie? 

San ft. 9 td;, bag bie ©infatt, bajj bie Uitjdjulb nie 
©id; felbft unb iljren I;cit’gcn StBertt; crfcnnt t 
®afj ®emntf), fftiebrigteit, bie fjodjfteit ©aben 
®er liebetjoll au§tf)ei(enbeit 'Jtatur — 3105 
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Margaret. Do not incommode yourself ! How can you, 
now, kiss it 1 It is so ugly, is so rough. What a lot of 
things have I not had to do already ! My mother is 
much too close. ( They pass on.) 

Martha. And you, sir — you are always travelling thus 1 

Mephistopheles. Alas, that business and duty drive us to 
it ! With how much pain one leaves many a place, and 
yet — no help for it — may not tarry ! 

Martha. In the wild years, it does very well to rovo thus 
freely round about through the world. But the evil 
timo draws near ; and to drag onosolf as an old bacholor 
alone to the grave, that has done no good yet to any one. 

Mephistopheles. I see that with terror from afar. 

Martha. Then, worthy sir, bethink you in timo! (They 
pass on.) 

Margaret. Yes, out of sight out of mind ! Politeness is 
easy to you. But you have plenty of friends ; they are 
more sensible than I am. 

Faust. Oh dearest ! believe, what poople thus call sensiblo, 
is often rather vanity and narrow-mindedness. 

Margaret. How 1 

Faust. Ah, that simplicity, that innocence, never knows 
itself and its holy worth ! that humility, lowliness — tho 
highest gifts of kindly-dispensing nature — 
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SBJovoafctc. ®eitft ifjv an mid; eiit 8titgent)ticfd;en itut, 

8dj locrbe Seit gcttttg an cud) ju benfeit I;at>eit. 

Sun ft. £jf|r fetjb loot;! Utct attcin? 
s»tnvnarctc. Qa, uttfrc 2Birtt;fd;aft ift itur llettt. 

Hub bod; loiH fie oerfetjett fet;n. 3110 

SBir tjabeit feinc SDtagb ; mujj fodjett, fegen, ftriden 
Uttb nfiljn, ttnb taufeu friifj unb ffiat ; 

Uitb meine SJZutter ift in alien ©tiiden 
@0 accurat ! 

Stidjt bafs fie juft fo fet|r fid^ einjufdjtdnfen Ijat, 311s 

SBir fiimtten mt§ loeit elf’r at§ attbre regen : 

SJtein Stater Ifinterliefj cin l;iibfdj SBerntogcit, 

©in §citt§d;en mtb ein ©artdjen oor ber ©tabt. 

®od) Ijab’ id) jejjt fo sienttid; ftille Sage ; 

SKeiit 33 ruber ift ©olbat, 3120 

SJteiit ©djluefterd;eit ift tobt. 

3 dj fiatte mit bent Siittb loot;t ntcine liebe Stott; ; 

®od; iitierncitiiu’ idj gern nodj eiitntal aHe Sfttagc, 

©0 liefi toar ntir baS Sfiitb. 

Snuff. ©itt ©nget, loemt bit’s gtid; I 

soinvontetc. 3d; 3og c§ «itf, mtb Ijcrjtid; liebt' c§ mid;. 3125 
©S toar nnd) nteitteS SBaterS Sob geborett j 
®ie IDbutter gabeit loir Oerloreit, 

@0 elenb loie fie baniafe tag, 

Unb fie ertjotte fid^ fel;r lattgfatn, nad; unb uac§. 

®a foititte fie itttn itidjt brait beitlett, 313° 

®a£ artite 2Biirntd;ett fetbft 511 tranfeit, 

Unb fo erjog id;'S gaits nttein, 

SJtit SJtitd; mtb StSaffer ; fo loarb’S ntciit. 

Stitf ntcinem Slrnt, in iiteiitent ©d;oofj 
SBar’S freunbtid), jafofoelte, loath grog. 


3135 



Garden 


233 


Margaret. Think of me but one little moment; I shall 
have time enough to think of you. 


FAUST. You are much alone, I dare say 1 


Margaret. Yes; our household is but small, and yet it 
must he looked after. We have no maid ; I must cook, 
sweep, knit, and sew, and run early and late. And my 
mother is so precise in all things ! Not that she has to 
pinch herself quito so much ; wo might mako a stir much 
more than others. My father left a pretty property, — 
a small house, and a little garden outsido tho town. 
But at present I have fairly quiet days. My brother is 
a soldier ; my little sistor is dead. I had, indeed, a nico 
lot of trouble with the child; hut I would willingly 
undertake once more all tho worries, so dear was tho 
child to mo. 


Faust. An angel, if it resembled thee ! 


Margaret. I brought it up, and it loved mo heartily. It 
was born after my father’s death. We gave my mother 
up for lost, so wretched as she then lay; and she 
recovered very slowly, by degrees. Thus, of courso, 
she could not think of suckling the poor little mite 
herself ; and so I reared it all alone with milk and 
water. So it became mine. On my arm, in my lap, 
it was cheerful, kicked, and grew. 
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Sniif*. ®u fjaft getoifj bag reittfie ©liid entftfunben. 
sinrontctc. ®od) audj getuifj gar ntaitdje fdjmerc ©tunben. 
®e§ SHeiitett SGSicgc ftanb ju 3 tad)t 
Sin nteinem 33 ctt’ ; eg bxtrfte laitni fid) regcn, 

SBar idj erload)t ; 314° 

Salb mufft’ idj’g tranfen, Balb eg ju mir tegeit, 

S 3 atb, menn'g itid)t fd)loieg, Bom SBett’ aufftel)tt, 

Unb tanjelnb in ber hammer auf unb nieber gcfjn, 

Uitb friit) am ®age fdjon am SBafdjtrog fteljn ; 

®amt auf bent SJtarlt unb an bent fjerbe forgett, 3145 
Unb immerfort toie l)cut fo tnorgeu. 

®a gctjt’g, mein §err, uid)t intnter mutljig jtt ; 

®odj fdjntedt bafiir bag ©ffeit, fd)iuedt bic 9 lut)’. 

(©eljn ttorii&er.) 

sotnetijc. ®ie nrnteit SBciBet fittb bod) iibet bran : 

(Sin .gageftolj ift fdjtnerlid) ju l)c!el)rcu. 3150 

iBicoBiftoBBcics. ffig {ante itur auf cures ©leid)ett an, 

SKid) eincg SBcffcnt ju Belefjreit. 
sotnrtoc. ©agt grab’, mein §err, I)abt i|r ttod) uid)tg 
gefnitbeit ? 

§at fid) bag §crj nid)t irgcnbloo geBunbcn ? 
SBtcO()ifto(>i)crc3. ®ag ©ftridjloori fagt : (Silt eigncr §crb, 
(Sitt Braocg 2 BciB, finb ©otb ttnb SJkrlett merit). 3156 

sotnvtfjc. 3d) nteine, ob itjr nieittalg Suft Betomnten ? 
aotcntjiftoBtjcics. 3 Jiau |ot mid) iiberall red)t Ijoffidj auf< 
gettommen. 

sotnetBe. 3 d) iooUte fagett : marb’g itie (Srnft itt cuertn 
.gerjeit ? 

SRet>ftift«v«eie8. SOlit grn ucn foil ntatt fid) uie unterfte|n 
gu fdjerjen. 3160 

lOinvti) c. Sldj, iljr oerftel)t mid) nidjt 1 
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Faust. You havo certainly felt the purest happiness. 

Margaret. Yet certainly full many weary hours also. 
The little ono’s cradle stood at night by my bed; it 
could hardly stir but I woke. Now I had to give it 
drink; now to lay it by me; now, when it was not 
quiet, to rise from bed, and go skipping up and down 
the room ; and, early in tho day, to stand already at the 
wash-tub ; then go to market, and see to tho cooking ; 
and on and on, as to-day so to-morrow. Thus, sir, 
things do not always go cheerily ; but eating relishes, 
rest relishes, for it. ( They pass on.) 

Martha. Tho poor women aro indeed in a sad plight as 
to that ; an old bachelor is hard to convert. 

Mephistopheles. It would depond only on your like to 
inform me of a better thing. 

Martha. Say plainly, sir ; havo you found nothing yet ? 
Has your heart not attached itself anywhere 1 

Mephistopheles. Tho proverb says — a hearth of one’s 
own, a good wife, are worth gold and pearls. 

Martha. I mean, has no fancy over taken you 1 

Mephistopheles. I havo everywhere boon received vory 
politoly. 

Martha. I wished to say, was there novor anything 
serious with your heart 1 

Mephistopheles. One should never venture to jest with 
ladies. 

Martha. Ah, you do not understand mo ! 
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gnuft 


3161-3182 


ancuijtftotiijctcs. ®ng tfjut mir f;crglid; Icib ! 

®odj id; ncrftel;' — bafj il;r fel;r giitig fct;b. 

(®c$n »or liber.) 

gnuft. ®u laitnteft mid;, 0 Heitter ©ttgel, toieber, 

©teid; ate id; in belt ©arteit font ? 
s»invfli«tctc. ©aljt iijr: e§ ttid;i? id; fd;lug bie Slugett ttieber. 
gnuft. Unb bu bergeiljft bie greiljeit, bie id; naljitt, 3166 
S 53 a§ fidj bie gred)l;eit itnterfattgen, 

Site bu jiiitgft au§ bent ®out gegattgett ? 
sutntanrctc. war Befturjt, ittir luar ba§ ttie gcfd;el;it ; 

©0 Jonnte Siientanb bott tttir Uebete fagen. 317° 

Sid; ! badjt’ id;, l;at er in beineut 33 ctrageit 
3 Ba§ grebes, UitattfianbigeS gcfelju ? 

©§ fd;iett d;n glcid; nur aitsittuaitbcln, 

SJlit biefer ®irue gtabe (jilt 511 Ijaitbcln. 

©eftel;’ id;’§ bod; ! id) loufjte itid;t, tna§ fid; 3175 

Sit euernt 58 ortl;eit I;ier git regett gleid; bcgoititte ; 

Slttein getnifj, id; tunr red)t bbf’ auf ntid;, 

®afj id; auf end; itidjt bbfer toerbeit lonnte. 
gnu ft. ©iif; 8iebd;ett ! 
sotitvonrctc. Safjt eittmal 1 

(< 3 ic cine ©ternbtume unb juvft bic fflftUter nb, ein« natty bem ant cm.) 

git 11 ft. 3Ba0 foil ba§? ©itten ©traufj ? 

sot nv nov etc. Sleitt, eS foil ttur eitt ©fuel. 3180 

gnu ft. 23 ie? 

aun vnmctc. @cl;tl if;t ladjt ntid; and. 

(@ie rupft unb mitrmeft.) 

gnuft. 2Ba§ murmelft bit ? 

ajtnt'onvctc (t;«tb lout), ©e liebt ntid; — Siebt mid; nid;t. 
gnuft. ®u Ijolbeg §imnteteange[id;t ! 



Garden 


237 


Mephistopheles. I am heartily sorry for it! Still I 
understand — that you are very kind. {They pass on.) 

Fatjst. You knew me again, Oh little angel, directly I 
came into tho garden 1 

Margaret. Did you not see it 1 I cast down my eyes. 

Faust. And you forgive the liberty that I took 1 — -what 
my impertinence ventured on, as you were going out 
of the cathedral lately 1 

Margaret. I was confused; it had never happened to 
me ; no one could speak ill of me. Ah, thought I, has 
he seen anything bold, unbecoming, in thy behaviour 1 
It seemed simply to strike him directly, to deal with 
this girl off-hand. I must confess it at onco ! I know 
not what began directly to stir hero in your favour; 
but certainly I was very angry with myself, that I 
could not be angrier with you. 

Faust. Sweet darling ! 

Margaret. Just wait! ( She gathers an aster, and pulls 
off the leaves one after the other.) 

Faust. What is that for 1 — a nosegay 1 

Margaret. No ; it is only a game. 

Faust. How 1 

Margaret. Go ! you will laugh at me. (She plucks off 
the petals and murmurs .) 

FAUST. What are you murmuring 1 

Margaret (half aloud). He loves me — -loves me not. 

Faust. Thou sweet, heavenly face ! 
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3183-3204 


SB!m-nn*ctc (fn^rt fort). SieBt micf| — — SicBt mid) — 

9lidjt — 

(3)a8 te|}te 33 tat t auScut'fcnb, mit puttier Steiibe.) 

(Sr tieBt mid) ! 

S«u ft. 3a, mein littb ! Safi biefeS 83lumentoort 

®ir ©BtterauSfprudj fet)n ! @r lieBt bid; ! 3183 

SBerfteljft bit, ma§ bag Ijeijit ? ©r licbt bid) ! 

(®c fa^t iljre beibcn £finbe.) 
sstnvnnvctc. SKtd) itBerlauft’g ! 

3 mi ft. D fdjaubre nidjt ! Safi bicfctt S3tid, 

Safi biefett ftiinbebrud bir fagett, 

SE8a§ unatteff)red)lidj ift : 3190 

©id) I)injugeBen gang unb eine SBomte 
3u fiiljleit, bie eroig fct)ii mufi ! 

©ioig ! — 3t)r CSitbe toiirbe SScrgtuciffiutg fcl)tt. 

Stein, feitt CSttbe ! ficiit (Sttbc ! 

(Qttargarete briitft iljm bic -Sflnbc, mactyt fic^ loS unb (Auft iucg. Gr 
fie$t einen Slugenfclicf in ©ebanfen, bann folgt et il)r.) 

annrttjc (fommcnb). Sic Sladjt Bridjt att. 3 « 9 S 

ancfiijiftofiijcics. 3a, unb loir tooHeit fort, 

sotnvttic. 34 6af citd), longer l)ier git BleiBen, 

Sltlein e§ ift eitt gar ju tbfcr Drt. 

©3 ift, ate I)atte SRiemanb ttid)te 3 it treiben 
Hub ttidjte ju fd)affett, 

Site attf bc§ 9tad)6nrn @d)ritt unb Sritt ju gaffctt, 3=00 
Unb man fontntt ins ©ereb’, toie man fid) imnter ftetlt. 

Uttb unfer iprdjen ? 

sotefi^iftinijjeies. 3 ft ben ©ang bort aufgeflogen. 

SOtittljluilTge ©ommeroiiget I 
annrtfte. ©r fdjeint il)r gctoogen. 

sotcnt)iftiMitieie 8 . Uttb fie if)itt aud). ®a3 ift ber Sattf ber 
SBett! 
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Margaret ( continues ). Loves me — not — loves me — not 
— ( plucking off the last petal with ond delight) he loves 
mo ! 

Faust. Yes, my child ! Let this flower-language be to 
thee a divine decision ! He loves thee ! Dost thou 
understand what that means 1 He loves thee ! (He 
takes both her hands!) 

Margaret. I shake all over ! 

Faust. Oh, tremble not ! Let this look, let this pressure 
of the hand, tell thee what is unspeakable; — to give 
oneself up wholly, and to fool a joy that must bo 
eternal ! Eternal ! — its end would bo despair. No ! 
no end ! no end ! 

(Margaret presses his hands, disengages herself and runs away. He 
stands a moment in thought , then he follows her . ) 

Martha (approaching). The night is coming on. 

Mephistofheles. Yes, and we ’ll away. 

Martiia. I would beg you to stay hero longer, but it is 
much too wicked a place. It is as if nobody had any- 
thing to carry on, or anything to do, but to gape after 
his neighbour’s comings and goings ; and one gets 
talked about, howover one behaves. And our little 
pair 1 

Mephistopheles. Have flown up the walk yonder. Wan- 
ton buttorflics ! 

Martha. He seoms taken with her. 

Mephistopheles. And she with him, too. That is the 
way of the world ! 
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3205-3216 


(Sin @artentyau$c$en. 

iVinfflnrctc fpringt herein, flccf t ftety Ijintet b * c £!)«*, Ijfllt bie Siugcrfpifce 
an bic Sibbcn, unb gticft buvc$ bic 9ttye. 

SOinvnavcic. @r foiltlllt ! 3205 

3mift (fommt). 2ld; ©djetnt, fo nedft bu mid; ! 

®rcff’ id; bid; I 

(®v rapt fie.) 

SBJitfonttctc (ifyt faffenb unb ben dttif) jutitcfgebenb). 

SBefter SJlaitn ! bon §etgen lieb’ id; bid; 1 

ffoi5ft an. 

3mift (fiambfenb). SBcrba? 

SBtcobtftobbcics. @ut greunb I 
gnu ft. ©in®f;iet! 

s»tcf>t)tftof)t)cic8. (S 3 ift luoljl 3eit 5« fdjeiben. 

sstavtije (fommt). 3a, c 3 ift fpcit, mein .§crr. 

3 mi ft. ®arf id; end; ttidjt cjclcitcu ? 

soinvflnt'ctc. ®ie ajiuttcr toiirbc mid; — Sebt tuolji 1 
3 mi ft. 2Ji ufi id) bemt geljn ? 

£cbe woI;l I 3210 

sBtni'tijc. 3 lbe! 

totnvoiirctc. 9 tuf baXbig SBiebcrfelju ! 

(Sauft unb 2Jleb$iflob$elc8 ab.) 

Sdatfliteetc. ®U licbet ©Ott I tUrtS fo citt ajiatttt 
SUdd atle§, a tte§ benfen fann ! 

S8cfd;amt nut ftel;’ id; bor ifjm ba, 

Unb fag' 511 alien ©adjeit fa. 

SBin bod; eitt atm, untoiffenb Stinb, 3215 

SSegreife uid;t, toaS et an mit finb’t. ('lib.) 
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A Summerhouse. 

(Margaret springs ill, places herself behind the door, holds the tip of 
her finger to her lips, and peeps through the crevice . ) 

Margaret. He comes ! 

Faust (comes). Ah, rogue ! Dost tease me thus t I ’ve 
caught thee ! (He kisses her) 

Margaret (embracing him and returning the kiss). Best 
of men ! I love thee from my heart ! 

(Muphistopiieles knocks . ) 

Faust (stamping). Who ’s there 1 

Mephistopheles. A friend. 

Faust. A brute ! 

Mephistopheles. It is time to part, I believe. 

Martha (comes). Yes, sir, it is late. 

Faust. May I not attond you t 

Margaret. My mother would — farewell ! 

Faust. Must I then go 1 Farewell ! 

Martha. Adieu! 

Margaret. Till our noxt speedy meeting ! 

(Exeunt Faust and Mephistopheles.) 

Good God ! what a lot — a lot — of things such a man 
can think about ! I merely stand there ashamed before 
him, and say Yes to all things. I am in sooth a poor 
ignorant child ; I do not understand what he finds 
in me. (Exit.) 

Q 
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3217-3244 


SBalb uttb -g> 6 Ij I e. 

S-nufi (altein). Gsrfjabner ©eift, bit gaBft ntir, gabft mir StHe§, 
SEantnt id) bat. ©u ljaft ntir nid)t umfonft 
©etit SIngefidjt int getter jugctoenbet. 

©abft ntir bie [jerrlidje Satur junt SSttigreidj, 3220 

Sfraft, fie jit fiiljten, 3U geniefjeit. 

SMt ftamtcnben 93 cfitd) ertaubft bit nur, 

SSergomteft ntir iit itjrc tiefe Sruft, 

SBie in ben Sufen ehteS greuitbs, jit fdjauett. 

©u fiifjrfi bie Sieilje ber Scbenbigeit 3225 

Sor ntir uorbci, unb lefjrft utid) ntciite Sriiber 
Stn ftiden 33 ufd), iit 2 uft ttitb SBaffcr fettnen. 

Hub lueitn ber Sturm tut SBalbe brauft itnb fnarrt, 

®ie Diiefettfidjte ftiirjenb Sadibaraftc 

Unb Sladjbarftantnte quctfdjeitb nicbcrftreift, 3230 

Uub iljrent Sail bumpf t)ol)t ber fpiigcl boititcrt, 

©aim fiiljrft bu ntidj pr fitment ©M)te, jeigft 
SKidj baitit ntir fetbft, unb nteittcr etgtteit Sruft 
©cfjeinte tiefe SBituber iiffitcit fid). 

Uub fteigt bor nteinent Slid ber reiuc SJloitb 3235 

83 cjciitftigeitb Ijeriiber, fdjlnebett ntir 

Son gctfeitinauben, att§ bent feuditett Shtfdj, 

®er Sonuelt filbcrtte ©eftalteit auf, 

Unb liitbern ber Setradjtung ftrettge Shift. 

0 baft bent 9 Jlenfd)Cit nic^ts Solfontntne 3 loirb, 3=4° 
©tupfinb' tdj nun. ©it gabft 311 btcfer SBoitne, 

®ie ntic§ ben ©ottern nal) unb nciljer bringt, 

9 Jiir belt ©efcifjrteu, belt id) frfjoit uidjt titeljr 
©ntbefiren tanit toemt er gleid), fait unb fred), 
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Forest and Cavern. 

Faust (alone). Sublime Spirit ! thou gavest me, gavest me 
everything for which I prayed. Not in vain hast thou 
turned to me thy countenance in fire. Thou gavest me 
glorious Nature for a kingdom, power to feol, to enjoy 
her. Not merely a coldly wondering visit dost thou 
permit ; thou grantest me to look into her deep breast, 
as into the bosom of a friend. Thoubringest past before 
mo the series of living things, and teachest mo to know 
my brethren in the still copse, in air, and water. And 
when the storm roars and creaks in the forest, the giant- 
pine, precipitating its neighbour-boughs and noighhour- 
stems, sweeps, crushing, down, — and the hill thunders, 
dull and hollow, to its fall,— then thou leadest me to the 
safo cavorn, showcst me then to mysolf ; and socrot, doep 
wonders of my own breast reveal themselves. And 
when soothingly the pure moon rises above in my sight, 
the silvory forms of past agos float up to mo from the 
walls of rock, out of the moist copse, and temper the 
stern delight of contemplation. 


Oh, now I feel that nothing perfect comes to man ! With 
this joy, which brings me nearer and nearer to the gods, 
thou gavest me the companion whom already I can no 
longer dispense with ; though, cold and insolent, he de- 
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SSauft 

SDRidj t>or mir felbft erniebrigt, unb ju SlidjtS, 324s 

SOlit eittem SSBortbaud), betite ©aben hmitbeft. 

©r fac^t in nteiiter 83 ruft eiit tuifbeS geuer 
■Jtacb jenent fdjotten S 3 ilb gefdjiiftig an. 

@0 taunt!’ i$ Don S 3 egierbe ju ©ettttfs, 

Unb int ©euitg Dcrfd)mad)t’ id) nad) Skgicrbe. 3250 

2JicJ>I)iftoMcIe8 tritt auf. 

<»ic)>i>tftot>0ci=3. §abtil)r nun fialb baS Sebett g’ung ge= 
fiil)rt ? 

SBie fattn’S end) in bie Siiitgc freuett ? 

©S ift tDof)t gut, bafj man’s einntaf ftrobirt; 

®aittt aber tuicbcr 311 luaS Steucn I 
5- n uft. gd) loom 1 , bit fjiitteft utebr gu tljitit, 3255 

SUS utid) ant gutcn ®ag 311 bfagctt. 
s»tct>t)tfti)t)i)=t=8- 9 lutt, mitt ! id) faff’ bid) gerne ruljit ; 

®tt barfft ntir’S itid)t im ©rttffe fagett. 

Sftt bit ©efetteit, uitI)otb, barfd) unb toll, 

3ft loat)rtid) tucnig 3U oerlieren. 3=6° 

®ett gattsett ®ag f)at ntan bie §aitbc Doff ! 

SBaS if)tn gefcifft ttttb luaS man laffen (off, 

Sfatttt titatt bent §errn itie att ber 92 afe ftnirett. 

So it ft. ®aS ift fo juft ber redjte ®ott 1 
©r loiH nod) ®attf, bag er ntidj ennittjirt. 3=65 

SBtcvDtftotibeiis. SBie fjiitt'ft bu, artncr @rbenfof)tt, 

®ein Sebett ofine nticb gefiibrt? 

83 om SfribSfrabS ber gmagination 
§ab’ id) bid) bod) auf ffeiteu fang cnrirt ; 

Unb toar’ id) itid)t, fo loar'ft bu fd)ott 
SBon biefem ©rbbaff abfpagiert. 

SBaS f)aft bit ba itt tpof)fcit, gelfenrifjen 
®i(b toie ein ©cfjttfju 311 Oerfijjeit ? 


3270 
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grades mo in my own eyes, and, with a word-breath, 
turns thy gifts to nought. Ho is busily kindling in my 
breast a wild fire for that fair imago. Thus I reel from 
desire to enjoyment, and in enjoyment I languish for 
desire. 


Mephistofheles enters. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. Have not you now had almost enough 
of this kind of life 1 How can it delight you for any 
length of time 1 It is all very well that one should try 
it onco, but thon on again to something now ! 

Faust. I would you had something olse to do than to 
plague mo in my happier hour. 

Mephistopheles. Well, well ! I will leavo you to yourself 
with pleasure; — you need not toll mo so in earnest. 
Truly, it is little to lose in you a companion ungracious, 
peevish, and crazy. One has ono’s hands full tho whole 
day ! One can nover find out from tho gentleman’s faco 
what pleases him, and what ono must let alono. 

Faust. That is so oxactly tho proper tone ! You want 
thanks, to boot, for wearying mo. 

Mephistopheles. Poor son of earth ! how would you 
have led your life without mo 1 I havo at least cured 
you, for some time to como, of tho whimsios of imagina- 
tion ; and but for mo, you would already liavo walked 
off from this globe. What business havo you to sit and 
mope lioro in caverns and rock-rifts, like an owl 1 Why 
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3274-3303 


33 a§ fdjtiirfft att§ bumfifetn 9Jtoo§ unb triefenbem ©eftetn, 
2Bte eitte Sfriite, Stapling eiit ? 3275 

©in fdjoiter, fitjjer Sdtbertreib 1 
Sir ftccft bcr Soctor nod) int 2eib. 

3 mi ft. 93crftcl)ft bit, luaS fur neuc 2cbctt§fraft 
SJtir bicfer S3aubet in bcr Ocbe fdjafft ? 

3a, loiirbeft bn e§ nljtten lontten, 3280 

Sit toiireft Seufet g’nttg, ineiit ©liid ntir iticfft 511 giimtett. 
ancf)6tfto»>t)cic9. ©in iiberirbifdjeS SBergttiigen ! 

Sit Stadjt unb Sfjau auf ben ©ebirgen ticgen, 

Unb @rb’ unb gintntel loomtigtid) uiitfaffen, 

Sit einer ©ottljeit ft(§ aitffdpeKett laffen, 3285 

Ser ©rbe Sftarl mit SlfgumgSbrang burdjiniiljlcn, 

Side fcd)§ Sageloerl' int SBufcit fiiljten, 

3n ftolser SIraft, idj toeifj itid)t toa§, geniejfen, 

SSatb licbeluonttiglid) in aKe§ iiberfliefien, 

SBerfdjtmmben gaits ber ©rbeitfoI)it, 3290 

Unb bann bie Ijop 3>ttuition — (2>tit einer ®c6ert>e.) 

3d; barf nid)t fagett, tnie — 5U fdjliefjett. 

3 an ft. IfSfui iiber bid) I 

ancfitjiftofibcics. Sag Unit cud) itid)t beljagcit; 

3I)r pbt ba§ 9ied)t, gcfittct fifui sit fageit. 

SKan barf bag nid)t nor feufdjcn Open itenuen, 3=95 
28a§ leufdje gerseit nic§t entbepeit JBmten. 

Unb furs unb gut, id) giiitn’ 3pt &ab SBergniigeit, 
©elegeittlid) fid) etluag Uorsitliigett ; 

Sod) laitge pit ©r ba§ tticp au§. 

Su bift fcpit inieber abgetrieben, 3300 

Unb, inapt e§ lattger, attfgerieben 
3it Sollpit obcr Stngft unb ©rau§. 

©eitug bautit 1 Sein Siebdjeit fip babrimte, 
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do you sip in nourishment from damp moss and dripping 
stone, like a toad 1 A fair, sweet pastime ! The doctor 
still sticks in your body. 


Faust. Dost thou understand what new life-power this 
wandering in the wilderness procures for me 1 Yes, 
wert thou able to divine it, thou wouldst he dovil 
enough to grudge me my happiness. 

Mepiiistopheles. A super-terrestrial pleasure ! To lio in 
night and dew on the mountains, and joyfully ombraco 
earth and heaven ; to swell yourself up to a divinity ; 
to rake through the earth’s marrow with presageful im- 
pulse ; to feel all the six days’ works in your bosom ; 
to enjoy in proud strength I know not what ; — now to 
overflow love-enraptured into everything, the mortal 
vanished quite ; and then the lofty intuition — -(with a 
gesture) I must not say how — to close ! 

Faust. Fie upon you ! 

Mephistopheles. That will not please you — you are 
right ; it is decorous to say fie ! One must not name 
before chaste ears that which chaste hearts cannot go 
without. And, in short, I do not grudge you the pleasure 
of lying somewhat to yourself to suit the occasion. 
But you will not keep up that long. You are already 
again worn out, and if it lasts longer, will bo fretted 
into madness, or anguish and horror. Enough of this ! 
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3304-3333 


Unb attest mirb itjr eng’ uitb triib’. 

®u fontmft itjr gar nic§t au§ bem ©imte, 3305 

©ie {jot bid; iibermaditig tieb. 

©rft fani beiite 2 iebe 3 toutt; ubergefloffctt, 

2 Bie bom gefdjntotpen ©dfitee ein 93 ad;tein iibcrfteigt ; 

®n Ijaft fie itjr inS .fjers gcgoffen, 

Olun ift bein SBadjtetn mieber fcidjt. 3310 

$ 0 ltc£) biinft, anftatt in SOSatbern 311 ttjroncn, 

Sicfj’ e§ bent grofjcit §crren gnt, 

®a8 arme affcnjuitge 93 tut 
giir feme Siebc ju betot;nen. 

®ie 3 cit tuirb itjr crbiirmtid; tang ; 331s 

©ie ftet;t ant geitfter, fiet)t bie SBotfen sietjn 
Ueber bie alte ©tabtmauer t)in. 

SSSentt id) ein SSBgtein mar’ i fo get;t itjr ©efaitg 
®age tang, Ijatbc 3 tiid;te tang. 

©inntal ift fie ntunter, meift bctriibt, 33=0 

©inntat redjt anSgeloeint, 

®ann mieber rutjig, mie'S fdjeint, 

Unb intmer bertiebt. 
g«uft. ©d;taitgc! ©flange! 

ancmbtftoMcteS (f»r fid;), ©ett I baft id) bid) fmtge ! 3325 

3; <t a ft. 83 errud;ter ! tjebc bidj bon Ijimten, 

Unb ttenite nidjt ba§ fdjone SBeib ! 

S 3 ring' bie SBcgier ju ifjrent fiifjeit Scib 
Stidjt mieber bor bie fjatb berriidten ©ittncit ! 
ancfjtitftofibcicg. 38 a§ fotl es benn? ©ie meint, bn fctjft 
entftotjn, 333° 

Unb t;atb tntb tjatb bift bu c§ fd)on. 

S- nu ft. 3 d; bin it;r nat;’, unb toar’ id; nod; fo fern, 

3d; faun fie nie bergeffeit, nic bertieren ; 
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Your darling sits within there, and everything is grow- 
ing confined and gloomy to her. You are never out of 
her thought. She loves you overpoweringly. First 
came your passion overflown, like a rivulet surcharged 
with melted snow ; you have poured it into her heart ; 
now your rivulet is shallow again. Methinks, instead of 
reigning in forests, it might seem good to tho great 
gentleman to reward tho poor young creature for her 
love ! The time grows pitiably long to her ; she stands 
at the window, and sees the clouds travel away over the 
old town- walls. ‘ If I wore a little bird ! ’ — so goes her 
song all the day, and half the night. One whilo she is 
cheerful, mostly cast down ; one while quite out-wept ; 
then again, as it seems, calm ; and ever in love ! 


Faust. Serpent! serpent! 


Mephistopheles {aside). I ’m sure now — I shall catch thee ! 


Faust. Miscreant ! Get thee from honce, and name not 
the lovely woman ! Bring not again the desire for her 
sweet body before my half-distractod senses ! 


Mephistopheles. What is to be done, then 1 She thinks 
you are flown ; and so in some manner you already are. 


Faust. I am near her, and were I ever so far oil', I can 
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3334-3361 


3a, idj betteibe fdfjon ben Seib be§ tperrn, 

SBenn ifjre Styfien ifitt ittbefj beriit;ren. 333s 

«»jc))t)ifto))i)cic8. ©ar lboljt, mein greuttb ! 3d; t;ab’ end; oft 
beneibet 

Unt§ StoiKingSpaar, bag unter 8iofett tneibet. 
jfau ft. ©ntftietje, Suppler ! 

S9tcf>i)iftofi0c(c8. SdjBn I 3f;t fd;impft itnb id; ntufj 

lad;cn. 

®er ©ott, bet S 3 nb’ itnb SKabdjen fd;nf, 

ffirlanntc gteidj ben ebetften Seruf, 3340 

Stud; fctbft ©clegcntjeit 311 ntadjen. 

Slur fort I @8 ift eiit grower 3 nmmer ! 

3 t;r foUt in cures SicbdjeitS Sommer, 

Kicfjt ethm in ben Sob. 

Sauft. 2BaS ift bie tpimntelsfreub’ in iprett Slrmen ? 334s 

Safs midj an iffrer Sruft erloarmen I 
giif)f id; uidfjt ininter iljte ntotlj ? 

Sin id£) ber gliidjtting nid;t, ber Unbetjanftc, 

®er Unntenfdf) otjne Stued unb Slid;’, 

fficr mie ein SBafferfturs bon gets 311 gelfen braufte, 335° 

Segierig ioiitljenb, nadj bent Slbgntnb 311 ? 

Unb feittoartS fie, mit finbtidj bmnpfen (Sintten, 

3nt £mttd;en anf bem tteinen Stlpenfelb, 

Unb all it;r priuStidjeS Seginnen 

Untfattgen in ber tteinen SBctt. 3333 

Unb id;, ber ©ottbert;afite, 

.fjatte nid;t gemtg, 

®afj id; bie gelfen fafjte 
Unb fie 3U Sriimmern fd;tug I 

@ie, it;ren griebeit mult’ id; uittergraben 1 3360 

®tt, £>BHc, mufjteft biefeS Opfer Ijaben I 
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never forget, never lose her. Yes, I envy oven the Body 
of the Lord when her lips are touching it. 


Mephistophetjss. Very well, my friend ! I have often 
envied you the twin-pair that feed among the roses ! 


Faust. Begone, pander ! 


Mephistopheles. Fine ! You rail and I must laugh. 
The God who created lad and lass recognised at tho same 
time tho most noble calling of making opportunity too. 
But away ! It is a vast pity ! You must to your 
sweetheart’s chamber — not peradvonture to death ! 


FAUST. What is tho heavenly bliss in her arms 1 Bo it, 
that I warm myself on her breast! — do I not always 
feel her distress 1 Am I not the fugitive, the houseless 
one, the monster without aim and rest, who rushed 
like a cataract from rock to rock, greedily raging towards 
the abyss 1 And she, beside, with child-like, unwakened 
senses, in the cot upon the little Alpine field, and all her 
homely work enfolded in that little world ! And I, the 
hated of God, was not contented that I grasped the 
rocks and smote them to shatters ! Her — her peace — I 
must undermine ! Thou, Hell, requiredst this sacrifice ! 
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3362-3385 


©itf, SEeufet, mir bie $eit ber Stngft Berliirjen I 
KSaS muff gcfd)rfjrt, mag’S glcid) gcfc^eljit ! 

SJtng ip @cfd)irf aitf mid) jufammenftilrscu 
Unb fie mit mir 311 ©runbe gep I 3365 

3!c^)f)ifto*)()ctc3. SBie'S iDteber fiebet, luieber gtiifitl 
(M)' eitt unb triifte fie, bit $ljor ! 

SGSo fo etit SiiSfifdjen teinert StuSgang fieljt, 

(StcHt er fidfi glcid) ba§ Grttbc Bor. 

tefic, loer fid; taper pit I 3370 

®u Bift bod) foitft fo jiemlid) eingeteufelt. 

SKid)tS 9 I 6 gcfd)madtcrS fittb’ idj auf bcr Sfficlt, 

91 I§ eineit Seufet, bcr Berjtueifett. 


®retd;enO ©tube. 

©cctrtjcit (am ©pinnrabe aHciti). 

3Jieine 3tuf)' ift I)in, 

SDieitt ©erj ift frfjtuer ; 3375 

3d) fiitbe fie itimmer 
Unb itimmermeljr. 

SBo id) il)n nid)t I)ab’ 

3ft mir ba§ ©rab, 

®ie ganje 2BeIt 3380 

3ft mir oergcidt. 

SKeiit arnter Stop 
3ft mir Bcrriidt, 

SOtciu armer ©inn 
3ft mir jcrftiidt. 


t 


3385 
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Help me, devil, to shorten the time of anguish ! Let 
what must happen, happen at onco ! May her fate fall 
crushing on me, and she, with me, he ruined ! 


Mephistopheles. How it seethes again, glows again ! Go 
in and comfort her, you fool ! When such a noddlo secs 
no outlet, it imagines at once that all is at an end. He 
who bears himself bravely, for ever ! Yet otherwise, 
you have had a fair spice of the devil about you. I 
know nothing in the world moro absurd than a devil 
who despairs. 


Gretchen’s Room. 

Gketchen [alone at the spinning wheel). 

My peaco is gone, my heart is heavy ; I shall find it novel' 
and nevermore 


Where I have not him, is the gravo to me; the whole 
world is embittered to me. 


My poor head is distraught, my poor senso is shattered. 
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3386-3413 


SJieine SFluI)’ iff flirt, 

2Mtt |>erj iff fdjtoer ; 

3 d; finbe fie rummer 
Hub ttimmermefjr. 

3 iad; ifjnt tttrr fc§au’ id; 339° 

Sum genfter I;iitnu§, 

Sind; if;ut rtttr gef;’ id; 

9 lu§ bent §ctu§. 

©eitt I;oI;er ©ang, 

©ein’ eble ©eftalt, 339s 

@eine§ aJittnbeS 2 (id;eltt, 

©einer Sfugeit ©eltmlt, 

Hub feitter 8 iebe 
Sauberffufj, 

©eirt fjattbcbrud, 

Hub ad) ! fein Sufi ! 

SOieiite 3iuf;’ iff f|itr, 

SDiein §erj iff fdjrner ; 

3 d; fittbe fie nimnter 
Unb nimmenneijr. 

aJicirt SSufctt briiitgt 
©id; nadj if;nt f;iu. 

2 ld;, biirft’ id) faffert 
Unb Ijnften if;it I 

Unb fiiffeit iljn, 

@0 iuie id; Juoflt’, 

Sfrt feitten Stiffen 
SSergeljett fotft 1 1 


34°° 


34°S 


3410 
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My peace is gone, my heart is heavy ; I shall find it never 
and nevermore. 


For him alone I look out at the window ; for him alone I 
go out of the house. 


His lofty gait, his noble form ; the smile of his mouth, the 
power of his eyes, 


And the witching flow of his speech ; the pressure of his 
hand, and ah ! his loss ! 


My peace is gono, my heart is heavy ; I shall find it never 
and nevermore. 


My bosom presses towards him. Ah, could 1 clasp and 
hold him, 


And kiss him as I would, upon his kisses I should pass 
away 1 
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3«uf t 


3414-3435 


2»artf;cng ©arten. 
tDtnrgnrctc. Snuft. 

sot n v 0 n t c t c. SBcrfprid) mir, ® cinrid) I — 

S mi ft. 2 Bn§ icf) fault 1 

sstncgntctc. SRun Jag', lute fiaft bit’s titit ber fftetigioit? 3415 
®u bift eiit tjcrjtidi guter attaint, 

Slttein id) glaub’, bu tjiittft itid)t Uicl bauott. 

Smt ft. Safj baS, itteiit Sbtttb ! ®tt fiit)tft, id) bin bir gut ; 
giir nteitte Sicbett lief)' id) Seib ttttb SBtut, 

SCBiU Sttieittaitb feitt ©cfiif)t ttitb fciite SEirdje raubett. 342° 
aitoi-Biu'ctc. ®a§ ift itid)t rcd)t ; utatt imtfs bran gtaitbeit I 
ft mi ft. 2 Kufj titan? 

ivtni'onvotc. 9 td), lucttit id) ctluaS auf bid) fOmttc ! 

®u el)rft aucf) nid)t bie fjeifgett ©acrameitte. 

Snuff. 3 d) et)re fie. 

sutnvonvctc. ®od) oI)ttc SBerlattgeit. 

3 ur 3 ttcffc, jttr Scidjte bift bu lattgc itid)t gegattgeit. 3425 
©taubft bu an ©ott ? 

S nu ft. 3 tteiit Siebdjen, luer barf fagett, 

3d) gtaub’ att ©ott ? 

3 ttagft SfSriefter ober SBeife fragett, 

Hub it)re Stutluort fd)eiut nur ©pott 
Ueber ben grager 511 fetjn. 3430 

totnvgncctc. @o gtaubft bu llid)t ? 

S nu ft. 3 KifjI)iJr’ ntid) itidjt, bu fiolbeS Stngefidit ! 

SBer barf iffn itemten ? 

Unb luer beleititeit : 

3d) gtaub’ if)tt ? 

SBer entpfinben 


3435 
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i. 

Martha’s Garden. 

Margaret. Faust. 

Margaret. Promise mo, Henry ! — 

Faust. What I can ! 

Margaret. Now say, how is it with thy religion 1 Thou 
art a thoroughly good man, hut I believe thou dost not 
think much of it. 

Faust. Leave that, my child ! thou feclest I love thee : 
I would give up body and blood for those I love ; I wish 
to rob nobody of his feeling and his church. 

Margaret. That is not right ; one must believe in it ! 

Faust. Must one 1 

Margaret. Ah, if I had any influence over thee ! Thou 
dost not honour even the holy sacraments. 

Faust. I honour them. 

Margaret. Yet without desiring them. It is long since 
thou hast gone to mass or confession. Dost thou believe 
in God 1 

Faust. My darling, who dares say, ‘ I believe in God ’ ? 
Thou mayst ask priests or sages, and their answer will 
seem to be but mockery of the questioner. 

Margaret. Then, thou dost not believe 1 

Faust. Misconceive mo not, thou sweotest countenance ! 
Who dare name Him 1 And who avow, 1 1 believe in 
R 
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Uitb ftd^ unterlninbcn 
3u fngeit: id) gfaitb’ il)it lticfjt ? 

®et Sldnmfaffct, 

®ct attterljattcr, 

gafjt unb ertjalt er nid)t 3440 

®idj, mid), fidj fctbft ? 

SGBotbt fid) bet .fpintmcl nid)t babrobcu ? 

Siegt bic ©tbc itid)t I)iermttcn feft ? 

Unb fteigen, freunbtid) blideitb, 

CSlwigc ©terne nid)t I)erouf ? 3445 

@d)nu’ id) nid)t Slug’ in Singe bit, 

Unb brdngt nid)t atlcS 
SSnd) fjMifU itnb §etscn bit, 

Unb mebt in ewigem ©eljeintnif), 

Unfid)tbar, fid)tbar, nefien bir? 3450 

GctfidT baUoit bciit $etj, fo grofi c§ ift, 

Unb luemt bn gmtj in bem ©cfiitjte felig bift, 

Stenn’ eS brntit, mic bn roiUft, 

9 tenn’§ ©liid I $erj ! Sicbe ! @ott ! 

3 d) tjabe feinen Stamen 3455 

®nfiir 1 ©cfnljt ift a(Ie§ ; 

Stame ift ©djall nitb Dtaud), 

Untnebetnb §immet$gtutf). 
anncflnvete. ®a® ift aHe§ redjt fdjott nnb gnt; 

Ungefal)t fagt ba§ bet ipfatter and), 3460 

9 tur mit ein bifjdjen anbern SBorten. 

Sa» ft. fagen ’3 aHet Or ten 

Side $erjen nnter bem §immtifc§en ®age, 

3 ebe 8 in feinet < 5 f)tad)e ; 

SBatum nidjt idj in ber meinen 5 ’ 3465 

fvtavgntetc. SOBenn rnan'8 fo f)iir t, mbdjt’S tcibtid) fdjeincn, 
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Him ’ 2 Who can feel, and venture to say, ‘ I believe 
not in Him ’ 2 The All-enfolder, the All-sustainer, enfolds 
and sustains He not thee, mo, Himself 2 Does not the 
heaven arch itself there above 2 Dies not tho earth 
firm here below 2 And do not eternal stars rise, cheer- 
fully gleaming, on high 2 Gaze I not into thine eyes ; 
and is not all thronging to thy head and heart, and 
moving, invisibly, visibly, in eternal mystery about 
thee 2 Fill up thy heart with it, great as it is, and 
when thou art wholly blest in tho feeling, then call it 
what thou wilt ; call it Bliss ! Heart ! Love ! God ! I 
have no name for it ! Fooling is all ; name is sound 
and smoke, o’orclouding hcavon’s glow. 


Margaret. That is all very fine and good ; the parson 
also says pretty noarly that, only with somewhat different 
words. 


Faust. All hearts ill all places beneath tho hoavenly day 
say it, each in its languago, — why not I in mine 2 


Margaret. If one hears it thus, it might seem passable 
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3««f t 


3467-3495 


©teljt aBer bod; immer fd)ief barttm ; 

®emt bn l)aft feiit ©jjriftenttjuin. 

3 n 11 ft. £ie 6 ’ 0 ®inbl 

fflinvootctc. ©0 tljitt mir long’ fd)on met), 

®aji id; bid) in ber ©cfellfdiaft fel)’. 3470 

3 mi ft. SBiefo? 

ssinrnnrctc. ®er SDtcnfd), ben bu bn Bei bir Ijaft, 

3ft mir iit tiefer irtrt’rer ©eete berljnfjt ; 

©0 I)at mir in mcinent SeBeit 
@0 itid)t§ eiiten ©tid) in§ gerj gegeBen, 

9lt§ bc0 3Jienfd)eit loibrig ©efid)t. 347s 

3 nu ft. SieBe Spitfire, fiird)t’ il)it nid)tl 
soinvgnt'ctc. ©eine ©egenionrt Beioegt mir bn§ SBtut. 

3d) Bin fmtft alien 2Renfd)en gut ; 

9l6er, mie idi mid) feljne, bid) jit fdjauen, 

§a 6 ’ id) bor bcm 5Dtaifd)en ein ^eintlid) ©raucn, 3480 
Unb l)att’ iljit fiir cineit ©d)elnt bajn ! 

©ott Berjeif)' ntir'0, menn id) iljnt Unredjt tBjii 1 1 
3 mi ft. ©§ ntitj) and) folc$e S^aiige gcBeit. 
sinvgntctc. SBotlte nid)t mit femes ©leid)cn leBeit I 
STommt er einmat jur ®f)ttr’ herein, 348s 

©iet)t er ininter fo fpottifd) brein, 

Unb t)atb ergrimmt; 

SKan fiel)t, bafj er an nid)te leineit Slnttjeil nimmt ; 

©0 ftcl)t il)nt an ber ©tirn’ gefd)rieBeit, 

®ajj er nic^t mag eine ©eelc lieBen. 3490 

SJtir toirb’0 fo lool)l in beiitem Slrm, 

@0 frei, fo IjingegeBen marat, 

Unb feine ©egentoart fdjniirt mir ba0 3tnt’re 5«- 
3 nu ft. ®u al)nung0boller ©ngel bn ! 
sotntgnvctc. ®a0 ii6ermannt mid) fo fetjr. 


3495 
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there is, however, still something wrong about it, for 
thou hast no Christianity. 

Faust. Dear child ! 

Margaret. I have long been grieved at the company I 
see thee in. 

Faust. How so t 

Margaret. The man whom thou hast hero with thee is 
hateful to me in my deep, inmost soul. Nothing in my 
life has given me such a pang in my heart as the man’s 
repulsive face. 

Faust. Dear pot, fear him not ! 

Margaret. His presence agitatos my blood. Otherwise, 
I am well-disposed to all men ; but, much as I long to 
seo thee, I have a secret horror of the man, and hold 
him for a rogue besides ! God forgive it me, if I do him 
wrong ! 

Faust. There must be such queer creatures, too. 

Margaret. I would not live with tho like of him ! If 
over ho comes insido the door, ho always looks in so 
mockingly, and half-enraged ; one scos that ho has no 
sympathy with anything ; it stands written on his 
forehead that ho cannot lovo a soul. I feel so happy 
with thine arm around mo, so free, so yielding, and warm; 
and his presence closes up my inmost heart. 

Faust. Thou divining angel ! 

Margaret. It overcomes mo so much, that when he hap- 
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3496-3522 


Safi, luo er nut mag 311 un3 trcten, 

SJiciit’ id; fogar, id) tiebte bid) itid)t utefyr. 

Stud) menu er ba ift, fount’ id) nimnter bcteit. 
ttub bnS frifjt mir ins §cr 3 tjiitciu ; 

Sir, ,§einrid), muff e§ audj fo fetju. 3500 

S mi ft. Su tjaft nuit bic 9 tntif)att)ie I 

SJiai’flarctc. 3d) Utltji ttUU fort. 

3 mi ft. Std), fault id) uie 

Grin ©tiiitbdjcu rut)ig bit am SSitfen Ijaitgeit, 

Uitb SBruft ait SBruft uitb @eef in <5eelc brangcit ? 
totnvgnvctc. Sid) menu id) nut afteiuc fdjticf’! 3505 

3d) ticfj bit gent t)cut 9tad)t belt SJtieget offeit ; 

Sod) nteiite Stutter fdjtaft nid)t tief, 

Hub miirbcit mir non ifjr Betroffcit, 

3 d) mar’ gtcid) auf ber ©tctfc tobt I 
Snuft. Su Engel, baS t)at fcitte Stott). 35'° 

$ier ift eiit gtafd)d)eit ! Srei Sropfeti nur 
3 u ifjrett Sraitf umptten 
Slit ticfent ©djtaf gefcitlig bie Statur. 
mtnvgnvctc. SS 3 a§ tt)u’ id) nid)t uni beinetmitteu ? 

GsS mirb itjr tjoffenttidj nid)t fdjaben I 3515 

3nu ft. SBiirb’ id) fonft, Siebdjen, bir e§ ratfjen ? 
aini'nntctc. Set)' id) bid), Defter SJtaitu, nur an, 

SBeifj nid)t, toa§ mid) ttad) beiitcut SBidcit treibt ; 

3 d) t)abe fd)oit fo Diet fiir bid) getpn, 

Safj mir 311 tt)Uit faft nidjtS ntetjr iiDrig DteiDt. (SID.) 35=° 


9Ncfj()ifto}>fjc(cd tcitt auf. 


afteptjiftopfyeled. 


Ser @ra§aff’ I ift er meg ? 

§aft mieber fpiouirt ? 
3d) Ijab’S aiiSfiitjrtidj mot)t Deritomtnen, 
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pens merely to come up to us, 1 even think as though I 
loved thee no more. Besides, when ho is here, I could 
never pray, and that eats into my heart. It must bo 
the same, Henry, with thee. 

Faust. The fact is, thou hast antipathy ! 

Margaret. I must now away. 

Faust. Ah, can I never hang peacefully, one little hour, 
on thy bosom, and press breast to breast, and soul to 
soul 1 

Margaret. Ah, if I but slept alone ! I would willingly 
leave the bolt undrawn for thee to-night ; but my 
mother does not sleep soundly, and were we caught by 
her, I should foi'thwith be dead on the spot. 

Faust. Thou angel, no fear of that ! Here is a phial ! 
only threo drops in her drink will wrap nature pleasingly 
in deep sleep. 

Margaret. What would I not do for thy sake 1 It will 
not harm her, I hope ! 

Faust. AVould I olso, darling, advise it to thee 1 

Margaret. If I do but look on theo, host and dearest 
man, I know not what drives me according to thy will ! 
I havo done so much for theo already that almost 
nothing more remains over for mo to do. (Exit.) 

Mepiiistopheles enters . 

Mepiiistopheles. The little monkey ! is it gono t 

Faust. Hast spied again 1 

Mepiiistopheles. I have hoard it fully ; the Doctor was 
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33 = 3-3345 


©err ®ottor tnurbeit bn tatedjifirt ; 

©off’, e§ foil SI)«ett tooljt BeJontmen. 

®ie 9 Jtiibel 3 fiitb bod) feljr intereffirt, 3525 

06 ©ittcr fronint imb fdjtidjt ltad) attcm 93 rand). 

@ie bcitfeit, bitcft cr ba, folgt cr un§ cBeit audj. 

Rnuft. ®u Ungelfener fiet)ft nid)t ciit, 

SGBte biefc trenc, ticbe ®eclc, 

SBon it)rem ©tauBen Bod, 3530 

®er ganj attciit 

Stir fctigniadjcnb ift, fid) Ijcitig quale, 

®afj fie ben ticbftcn 9 Jiami Bertoren Ijnttcn foil. 
sofc()()ifto()(ic(cs. ®u iiberfinnlidjer, fiitittid)er greicr, 

©in SJtiigbetein nasfiitjret bid). 3535 

jfonft. ®u ©pottgeBurt Bon ®red unb gcuer ! 
aneoBtftoobeie*- Unb bic $f)t)fiognoinie ncrfteljt fie mcifter* 
tid). 

Sn nteiiter ©cgemoart loirb ’3 it)r, fie tocifi itid)t loie, 
ajteiit 9 ftfi§td)en ba Inciffagt Berborgneit ©inn ; 

@ie fiit)tt, bafj id) ganj fid)cr eiit ©enie, 3540 

SUetleidjt loot)! gar ber ®enfct bin. 

Shut Ijcutc 3 tad)t — ? 

R mi ft. 28 a§ gct)t birfj’S an? 

SBicvi)iftof)i)cic«. §ab' id) bod) nicine grenbe bran! 


2(m SSrunnen. 

WictrTjcit unb SicSrijcit mit JTiugcit. 

SicSiBcn. ©aft nid|t§ Bon S 3 arBctd)cn getjiirt? 

©rettfjcn. Sfein Sffiort. Sdj toinnt' gar tnenig unter Sente. 
8ic8it)c«. ©cloifi, ©ibtjKe fagt’ niir’S tjeute ; 354s 
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catechised there ; I hope it may do you much good. 
The girls are, to be sure, very interested in knowing 
whether a man is pious and single-minded after the old 
fashion. They think : ‘ if he knuckles under in that 
matter, he will even follow us too.’ 

Faust. Thou, monster ! dost not conceive how this true, 
dear soul, full of her faith, which alone is saving to 
her, grieves holily that she must deem her best-beloved 
lost. 

Mephistopheles. Thou super-sensual, sensual suitor, a 
chit of a girl leads thee by the nose. 

Faust. Thou absurd offspring of filth and fire ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. And she understands physiognomy like 
a master. In my presence, she feels she knows not 
how ; this little mask of mine bodes some hidden sense ; 
she feels that I am most assuredly a genius, — perhaps 
tho devil himself ! To-night, then — 1 

Faust. What is that to thee 1 

Mephistopheles. Why, I have my pleasure in it ! 


At the Well. 

Gretchen and Lieschen with pitchers. 

LlESCHEN. Hast heard nothing of Barbara 1 
Gretoiien. Not a word. I go very little abroad. 
Lieschen. Tis true ; Sibylla told it mo to-day. She has 
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Sic i)at fid) cttbiid) and; Bcttjort. 

Sag ift bag SSornetjintljuit I 
©rctritcn. SBie fo ? 

SfcSdjcK- ©gftinit! 

©ie fihtert jluei, loemt fie nun ifjt uttb trinit. 

Ctvctrijcii. 2tc§ ! 3550 

atcSifjcn. ©0 ift’g it)r ettbiid) rcd)t crgattgen. 

2 Bic langc Ijat fic an bent S?ert getjangeu I 
Sag mar eitt ©fmjicvcn, 

Sluf Serf uttb Sanjfdaj} giiljreti I 

ffltujjt’ iiberaH bie crfte fet)n, 355s 

©urtefirt’ iljr hunter ntit $aftctdjcn unb SBeitt ; 

Silb’t fid) Wag auf ifjre @d)oni)eit eitt, 

SBar bod) fo et)rIo§, fid) nid^t 511 fd)amcn, 

©efdjeitic non iijnt anjunelfmett. 

SBar ein ©eiof unb ciu ©efdjted’ ; 3560 

Sa ift bcttit and) bag SBiuntdjcn meg I 
tstrctitjcu. Sag aritte Sing ! 
stc8*cii. fflcbauerft fie nod) gar ! 

2 Bettn uttfer eing ant ©fmtnen mar, 

Ung 92 ad)tg bie SOlutter nid)t Ifinunterlicfj, 

©taitb fie Bei ifirent 33 ui)ien fiif5 ; 3565 

Sittf ber St)iir6ani unb int bitnieltt ©attg 
SSarb ifjnett feitte ©tunbe 511 lattg. 

Sa ntng fie betttt fid) budcit nttit, 

Sin ©iiitberljenibdjen SfirdiBufj' tljuit ! 

©ect^cn. ©r nimittt fie gemifj 311 feiner gran. 3570 

sicSitnn. ©r mar' ein Diarr ! ©itt ftinfer Snug' 
fjat anbermiirtg nodj Suft genttng. 

©r ift and) fort. 

(9vctdjcit. 


Sag ift nid)t fd)iin ! 
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even played the fool at last. That comes of giving 
herself airs ! 

Gretchen. Hoiv so 1 

LlESCHEN. It stinks ! She feeds two when she eats and 
drinks now. 

GRETCHEN. Ah ! 

LlESCHEN. She’s rightly served at last. How long she 
has hung on the fellow ! There was a promenading, a 
being taken to the village and dancing place. She 
must be the first everywhere ; ho was always courting 
her with tarts and wine. She was rather conceited 
about her beauty, but was so lost to honour as not to 
be ashamed to accept presents from him. There was a 
hugging and bussing; so at last tbo little flower is 
gone ! 

Gretchen. Poor thing ! 

Liesoiien. Thou evon pitiest her ! When one of us was 
at spinning, mother did not lot us down at night, she 
was with her sweet lover; no hour was too long for 
them on the bench outside the door, and in the dark 
walk. Now, therefore, she may humblo herself, and do 
church-penance in a sinner’s shift ! 

Gretchen. He ’ll surely take her for his wife. 

Lieschen. He would be a fool ! A brisk youth has open- 
ings enough still elsewhere. Besides, he ’s off. 
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3574-3S95 


gouft 

sicSitjcn. ©riegt fie ip, fott ’3 ip iibel gep. 

®aS Srartsel reigcrt bie SSubeit ip, 357s 

Uttb goteltng ftraicit Jutr Bor bie ®pr’ 1 (916.) 

©rctrfjcn (nacf; ■pttfc gepnb). Sic fount' id) fouft fo taper 
fdjntapett, 

SGSenn tpt eiit arnteS SJiagbleitt fetjleit ! 

2Bie fomit’ id) iibcr SKnbrer ©iittbcit 

Sliest SSSorte g’nng ber Bunge finbett I 3580 

SBic fd)ieu mir'S fdparj, uitb fdparjt’S ttod) gar, 

SUiir’S intmer bod) tticp fdparj g’ltug Inar, 

Uttb fegitct’ mid) uitb tpt fo grog, 

Uttb Bin nun felBft ber ©iinbe Btoft 1 

®o<§ — SttteS, mas> baju tuid) tricB, 3585 

©ott, mar fo gut I ad), mar fo fieb ! 


3 tt)tngcr. 

3n ber 5Jfauctl)ol)lc cin 2lnbat$t8bilb ber Mater dolorosa ; 
Slumenfriigc bawor. 

©vctdjcu (flccft frifd;e JDIumcu in bie Jtriujc). 

2 ld) neige, 

®u ©djmerjettreidje, 

®eitt Slnttif} gneibig nteittcr Stott) ! 

®a§ ©dpert im ^terjett, 3590 

SJtit taufenb ©cpterjen 
SJticfft attf 3it beineS ©opeS ®ob. 

Sunt SBatcr Blidft bn 
Uttb ©eufjer fdficfft bit 
fpinauf uni feitt' uttb beine Stott). 


3595 
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Gretchen. That is not fair. 

Lieschen. If she gets him, it shall go had with her ! The 
boys will tear off her wreath, and wo shall strow chopped 
straw before the door. {Exit.) 

Gretchen {going home). How stoutly could I onco revile 
when a poor girl did err ! How I could not find words 
enough for my tongue about the sins of others ! How 
black it seemed to me ! and I blackened it still more ; 
yet it was not over black enough for me ; and I blessed 
myself, and carried it so high — and am now myself 
bare to the sin ! Yet — everything that drove mo to it, 
was, God knows, so good ! — ah, was so dear ! 


Zwinger. 

(/« the niche of the wall a devotional image of the Mater Dolorosa ; 
flower-jars before it. ) 

Gretchen ( places fresh flowers in the jars). 

Ah, incline, thou rich in sorrows, thy countenance graci- 
ously to my distress ! 

Tho sword in thy heart, thou lookest up, with a thousand 
pangs, on thy Son’s death. 

To the Father thou lookest, and thou sendcst up sighs for 
his and thy distress. 
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8«uf i 


3596-3619 


SCBer fuljlet, 

2Bie luiiljtct 

®er ©djmetj mir tut ©ebeiu ? 

2Sa§ mein armeS §erj Ijicr baitgct, 

SBaS e§ gittert, toa§ berlaitget, 3600 

SBeifit nut bn, nut bn nUctn ! 

SBoljiit icf) imnter gefjc, 

SBte me!;, mic luel), tnie n>cl)c 
SBirb mir im 93n(cn I)ier I 

Qd) bin, nd) 1 faunt nllcinc, 3605 

3d) lueiu’, id) lucin’, id) lueiuc, 

®a3 $erj jerbridjt in mir. 

®ie ©djcrben nor meinem genfter 

93ctf|aut’ id) mit Straiten, nd) ! 

aite id) am friityeit SKorgen 3610 

®ir bicfe SBIunten brad). 

©diieit I)eU in meinc Stammer 
®ie Sonne friil) [jerauf, 

Sag id) in nKent 3ammer 

3n meinem S9ett’ fdjoit auf. 3615 

§itf 1 retie mid) oon ©djntad) uub ®ob ! 

3(d) iteige, 

®u ©djnterjenreidje, 

®eiit aintti() gnabig meiner 'Jiotfj ! 
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Who feels how the pain racks me to the quick 1 How my 
poor heart here fears, how it trembles, how it yearns, 
thou only knowost, only thou alone ! 


Whithorsoo’er I go, what woo, what woo, what woo grows 
in my bosom here ! I am hardly, alas, alone ; I weep, 
I weep, I weep ; my heart is breaking within me ! 


The flower-pots before my window I bedewed with tears, 
alas ! as in the early morning I plucked these flowers 
for thee. 


When early the sun shone brightly upwards into my 
chamber, I was already sitting up, in all wrotchedness, 
in my bed. 


Holp ! roscue me from shame and death ! Ah, incline, 
thou rich in sorrows, thy countenance graciously to my 
distress ! 
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3««ft 


3620-3645 


©trajie »oc ©rctc$en8 Shiite, 
fttalcutiu (©olbat, ©retctyenS JBrubcc). 

SCBcmt id) fo faff 6ei ciitcnt ©clag, 3620 

2Bo ntandjer fid) beriiljntcn ntag. 

Hub bie ©efcden mir ben gtor 
®cr SUiiigblein taut gepricfen bor, 

2Kit bodcnt ©lag bag 806 berfdjloemmt ; 

®at ©datbogcit aufgeftemmt, 362s 

©aft id) in waiter |id)cnt 3 lul)', 

§brt’ ad bem ©dftoabroitiren ju. 

Unb ftreidje liidjelnb weinen S3art, 

Unb friege bag bode ©lag jur §anb, 

Unb fage : 2lde§ itad) feiner 3trt 1 3630 

Slber ift (Sine int ganjeit Saab, 

®ic meiner tranten ©retet gleidit, 

®ie meiner ©djtoefter bag SBaffer reid)t ? 

®op I ®of) ! Siting ! Slang ! bag giitg fjerunt 1 

®ie (Sinett fd)rieen : (Sr f)at 9iedjt I 3635 

©ic ift bie 3icr bom ganjeit ©efdfledjt ! 

®a faften ade bie Sober ftuntnt. 

Unb nun ! — um’g §aat fid) augjuraufen 
Unb an ben Sffiaitben I)iitauf 311 taitfen I — 

SJlit ©tidjetreben, dtaferiimfifen 3640 

©od jeber ©diurte mid) befcEiimpfen I 
@oU toie eiit biifer ©djitlbner fifeen, 

S3ei jebent 3«foUgtoiirt^en fc^lui^eu ! 

Unb mijdft’ id) fie jufamnten fdjmeifteit, 

Sfonni' id) fie bod) nid)t Siigiter fteifteit. 


3045 
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Night 

Street before Gretchen’s door. 

Valentine, soldier , Gretchen’s brother. 

When I used to sit at a carouse, where many a man likes 
to brag, and my comrades had vaunted loudly to me the 
flower of girls, the praise being washed down with a full 
glass, — leaning upon my elbows, I sat in my safe repose, 
listoned to all the swaggering, and, smiling, I stroke my 
beard, and seize the full glass in my hand, and say : 
‘ Each well enough in hor own way ! But is there one 
in the wholo country that equals my dear Margery — 
who can hold a candle to my sister 2’ Done! Dono ! 
Cling, clang ! so it went round ! Some cried : ‘ He is 
right; she is the ornament of the whole sex!’ Then 
sat all the praisers dumb. And now ! —it is enough to 
make one tear out one’s hair and run up the walls ! — 
every knave shall twit mo with jibes and sneers ! I 
must sit, like a bad debtor, to sweat at every chance 
word ! And though I might smash them up, yet I could 
not call thorn liars. 


S 
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SM t 


3646-3673 


S53a3 font nt t Ijeran ? 2Ba§ fd;tcidjt Ijerbei ? 
3rr’ id; nid;t, c§ finb itjrer Slttci. 

3ft er’§, gteid; pad’ id; ifitt beim getlc ; 

©OH uic^t leBeitbig Doit ber ©tettcl 


3?nuft. 

75 n it ft. 2Bie Uon bent geitfter bort ber ©afriftei 3650 

StuftocirtS ber ©c§eut be§ eiD’geit SantftdjenS ftcimnicrt 
Uitb fd;toad; unb fd;toad;er feith)iirt§ bamntert, 

Unb ginfternifj brangt ringSunt bei : 

©0 fietjt’s in nteinent SBufett itcidjtig. 
ancni)iftonDcics. Unb ntir ift’S luie bent SMjjIcitt fd;iitnd;tig, 
®a§ an ben fjeuerteitern fd;teidjt, 3656 

©id; Icif batttt nut bic SOtanern ftreid;t ; 

9Jtir ift’3 ganj tugenbtid; babei, 

Silt bifjdjett ®iebSgctnft, citt bifjd;ett SRatnntelei. 

@0 ffmft ntir fdjott bttrd; able ©tiebcr 3660 

®ie tjerrlid;e SEBafyurgignadjt. 

®ie foinmt utt§ ilberntorgen toicbcr; 

®a titcifi ntatt bod;, toariint man lundjt. 
gnu ft. 9 tiidt mot;! ber ©d;afe ittbeffctt itt bie £)ol;', 

®ett id; bort f)inteit flimnterit fet;’ ? 3665 

sotct>i)tftot)()cie8. ®u Jamtft bie grenbe balb erteben, 

®a§ S?effetd;eit tjetauSjutjeben. 

3dj fd;iette nettlid; fo ijitteitt ; 

©ittb t;errtid)e 2fit»entt;ater breitt. 

Sau ft. 9iidjt ein ©efdjnteibe, nid;t ein 3iittg, 3670 

Sdieitte tiebe 93ut)Ie bamit 511 jieren ? 
totef)t)tftaf)t)ete8. 3d; fat; babei lootjt fo ein ®ittg, 

Sttd toie eitte Strt bon Sperlenfdjttiiren. 
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What draws near ? What is slinking hither 1 If I mistake 
not, there are two of them. If it is he, I ’ll collar him 
at once ; he shall not go alive from the spot ! 


Faust. MnriiisTOi-nEi.ES. 

Faust. How, from the window of the sacristy yonder, the 
light of the eternal lamp flickers upwards, and glimmers 
weakly, and more weakly, at the sides, and darkness 
closes round about ! So seems it night-like in my 
bosom. 

Mephistopheles. And 1 feel languishing like the small 
cat that slinks along the fire-ladders, then softly moves 
around tho walls. It makes mo feel quite virtuously— 
a spico of thievish hankering, a spico of wantonness. 
So thrills already through all my limbs the glorious 
Walpurgis-night. It comes again to us the day after 
to-morrow ; then indeed one knows why one ’s awake. 

Faust. Meanwhile, can that be the treasure rising on 
high, which I see glimmering behind yonder 1 

Mephistopheles. You can soon experience tho pleasure 
of lifting out the little kettle. I lately took a squint 
inside ; glorious lion-dollars are within. 

Faust. Not a trinket, not a ring, to deck my dear mistress 
with 1 

Mephistopheles. I think I saw some such thing there as 
a sort of string of pearls. 


276 


3674-3701 


grtttft 

3 mi ft. ©0 ift es redjt ! SDtir tfjut e® toel), 

SBcitit id) oljne ®efd)eitfc 511 iljr gel)’. 3675 

s»tcf)()ifto()f)cic«. @3 font’ eitcf) ebeit nidjt Derbriejjen, 
Umfonft aud) etltia® gu geniefjen. 
gejjt, ba ber gintiitel bolter ©ternc gtiit)t, 

©ottt ifjr ein lualjrc® Sunftftiid Ijiiren : 

3d) fing’ iljr, ein moratifd) Sieb, 3680 

Unt fie gctuiffer 511 betljiireit. 

(@ingt gut 3itr;et.) 

2Ba3 madjft bit mir 
Sor SiebdjenS 2d)iir, 
ffat[)rind)ett, tjicr 

Sci friiticm 3tagc3btide? 3685 

Safj, tafj e3 fetjn I 
@r Icifit bid) ein, 

2113 SJtcibdjen ein, 

2113 2Jtdbd)eu nid)t jitriicfe. 

Stetjmt cud) in 2 td)t ! 3690 

3 ft e3 0 ott 6 rad)t, 

®aitn gute Stadjt, 

31jr ariiten, armcit Singer 1 
§abt it)i' cud) tieb, 

Stjut feinem ffiieb 3693 

9 tnr nid)t 3 511 Sieb', 

2(t3 mit beni Sting am ginger 1 

lOnienttn (iritt »ot). SCBen tocfft bu Ij ier V Seim Element I 

Scrmalebeiter Stattenfanger I 

Sum Seufet erft ba® Snftrument 1 3700 

Sum Xeufet f)intcrbrein ben ©anger ! 
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Faust. That is well ! I am pained if I go to her without 
a present. 


Mephistopheles. You ought not to grieve exactly at 
enjoying something gratis also. Now that the heaven 
glows full of stars, you shall hear a true piece of art. 
I will sing her a moral song, to befool hor the more 
certainly. 

(Sings to the guitar . ) 

‘What, prithee, art thou doing here before thy lover’s 
door, Katrina, in the early glance of day 1 Lot, let it 
alone ! He lets thoo in — as a maiden, in — not as a 
maidon, back again. 


1 Bewaro ! If it is accomplished, then good-night, you 
poor, poor things ! If you love yourselves, do nothing 
at all to pleaso any thief, except with tho ring on the 
finger I ’ 


Valentine ( comes forward). Tho deuce ! Whom are you 
luring hero, cursed rat-catchor 1 To the devil, first the 
instrument ! To the devil, afterwards, tho singer ! 
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8«uf t 


3702-3721 


SOTcprjiftopijctcS. ®ie Sitfjer ift entjtoei I 011 ber ift nid)t§ git 
fjalteit. 

sonicniiit. Stun foU e§ art ein ©djabelfpolten ! 
s»ici)f)id<n>i)ctcs (git gmijl). §err ®oftor, nidjt gcloidjcn! 
Srifdj ! 

§art on ntic^ on, tuie idj cud; fidjre ! 3705 

§ermt§ nut eucrnt gfcberhrifdj ! 

Slur gugcftofscn ! 3 d) porirc. 
sonicntin. ^JSorire ben ! 
anc*)t)iftoi>f>cic 3 . SBnrum benn nidjt? 

» a lent in. siltcfj belt I 

©eloijjl 

lOntcntin. 3 d) gtoub’, ber ®enfet fidjt ! 

2Ba§ ift benn ba§ ? (Sc^oit tnirb bie fpanb ntir fafjm. 3710 
anci)()iftoi>0cic8 (git ffoiijt). ©to&’gul 

«nlciitin (fnttt). Chief) I 

an c (7 1 f 1 0 41 c 1 c s . Slim ift ber Snmntcf gofjm I 

Stmt ober fort I SQBir ntiiffeit gteicfj Berfdjttrinben ; 

®emt fc^on entftefjt ein ntiirberfidj ©efcfjrei. 

3dj tueifs mid) trefffidj ntit ber Spoligei, 

®od) mit bent SBlntfmnn fd)led)t mid) nbgitfiitben. 3715 
winrtijc (am ffenfter). $erau 3 I .fperoit?! 

Wtctrfjeit (mu ftenfter). .fperbei ciit Sidjt I 

minrtijc (tuie oben). SJton fcfjitt nub rnuft, liton fdjreit nnb 
fidjt. 

®oi». ®o liegt fdjon eiitcr tobt I 

soinrtoc (()ernu 8 treteiib). ®ic SJtiirbcr, fiitb fie beitn entflofjn? 

Wrctifjcn (f)ern»8tteteiib). SBcr liegt fjier ? 3720 

®oif. ®einer SJtutter ©ofjit. 

Orctificii. 9 f[fmiid)tigcr I toefdje Stotl) I 
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Mephistopheles. The guitar is in pieces ! It is all up 
with it. 

Valentine. Now then for a skull-splitting ! 

Mephistopheles. Doctor, no yielding ! Brisk ! Close 
by mo, as I guide you ! Out with your duster ! Only 
thrust ! I ’ll parry. 

Valentine. Parry that ! 

Mephistopheles. Why not, then 1 

Valentine. That too ! 

Mephistopheles. Certainly ! 

Valentine. I boliovo tho devil is fighting ! What, then, 
is that 1 My hand gets lame already. 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). Thrust homo ! 

Valentine (falls). Ah me ! 

Mephistopheles. The lubber is tame now ! But now 
away ! Wo must vanish at once ; for already a mur- 
derous outcry is arising. I am on an excellent footing 
with tho police, but could ill come to terms with tho 
criminal court. 

Martha (at the window). Out ! Out ! 

Gretciien (at the window). Bring a light ! 

MARTHA (as before). They aro scolding and scuffling ; they 
aro screaming and fighting. 

People. Horo lies one dead already ! 

Martha (coming out). The murderers — have they fled, 
then 1 

Gretohen (coining out). Who lies here 1 

People. Thy mother’s son. 

Gretohen. Almighty God ! what misery ! 
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gauft 


3722-3749 


'itn tcntiu. !gd)fterbe! bag ift Bafb gcfagt, 

Hub Biilber rtocfj gctfjan. 

S 53 a§ fteljt il)r SDSeiber, ljeult unb ftagt ? 

Sfontmt tjer unb fjiirt mid) an I 3725 

(2We trcten um tT;n.) 

Stein ©rctdjcn, fief) ! bit Sift nod) juitg, 

Sift gar nod) nid)t gefdfeibt genuitg, 

Stadfft beine ©ad^cit fd|led)t. 

3 d) fag’ bir’§ int Sertrauen nur : 

®u Bift bod) nttn cinmaf cine §nr’ ; 373° 

@0 fetj’S and) eBen red)t ! 

©tctiiicH. Stein Srubcr ! ©ott ! SBa§ foil mir ba§ ? 
iSatcntin. Sag nnfern §crrgott auS bent ©)>ag I 
©efdjcfjn ift leiber nun gefegegn, 

Unb toie e§ gefjn fann, fo toitb ’8 gef)ii. 3735 

®n fingft mit Gsinent fjeintlid) an, 

Salb fomnten if)rcr mcljrc bran, 

Unb toenit bid) erft eiit ®ugenb Ijat, 

©0 I)at bid) and) bie gaitje ©tabt. 

SESeutt erft bie ©djattbe toirb geBoreit, 374° 

SBirb fie geimfid) jur SBelt ge 6 rad)t, 

Unb man jicfjt ben @d)feier ber 9tad)t 
3gr iiber Stopf unb DI)rcn ; 

So, man miicgte fie gent erntorben. 

2 Bcid)f’t fie aber unb mnd)t fieg grog, 374s 

®ann gcf)t fie and) bci ®age Bfog, 

Unb ift bod) nid)t fd)i)iter geioorbett. 

3e gaglkger loivb igr ©efid)t, 

3 e mefjr fuegt fie be§ ®ageB Sicgt. 
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Valentine. I am dying ! that is soon said, and sooner 
still done. Why do you women stand howling and 
wailing 1 Come here and listen to me ! ( All come 
round him). 


My Gretchon, look, thou art yet young, art by no means 
yot clovor enough, and managcst thy affairs badly. I 
tell it thee in confidence only : since thou art once for 
all a whore, be also one outright ! 


Gretchen. My brother ! God ! What means that to me 1 


Valentine. Leave our Lord God out of the gamo ! What 
is done, alas, is now done ; and things will go as go they 
may. Thou didst begin secretly with one ; soon more 
of them will follow ; and when once a dozon havo had 
thee, the whole town will havo thee too. 


When first Shame is born, she is brought into the world 
secretly, and the veil of night is drawn over her head 
and ears ; ay, people would fain slay her. But when 
slio grows and waxes great, then goes she also bare by 
day, and yet has become no fairer. The uglier her face 
becomes, the more she seeks the light of day. 
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Sauft 


3750-3775 


3d) fet)’ mafjrfjctfttg fdjon bie Qeit, 3750 

Safi aHe Brabe SiirgerSleut’, 

2Bie Don einer angeftedten Seidjen, 

Son btr, bu SJlefje 1 feitab lueidjen. 

Sir foil ba§ §erj im Seib bcrjagett, 

SBemt fie bir in bie Stugen fef)n I 3755 

©oUft fciite gotbnc Sfette ntetjr trageu ! 

3 n bcr Jfirdje nid)t ntetjr am Stttar ftcfjit I 

3it einent fdjbnen ©pigentragen 

Sid) nid)t beim Sanjc )oof)tbct)agcn I 

3 n eine fittftre 3 ammereden 3760 

IXnter Settler unb Sfriippet bid) berfteden, 

Unb, menu bir benn and) ©ott bcrjeiijt, 

9 Iuf (Srbett fetjit Uermaiebeit I 
soioeiijc. Sefel)tt eure ©eele ©ott 311 ©nabcn I 
SBoCtt iljr nod) Saft’rnng anf cud) labcn '? 3765 

®otcntin. Sfbnnt' id) bir nur an ben biirrcn 2eib, 

Su fd)cinbKd) !uf)f>terifdje8 2ikib ! 

Sa t)offt’ id) a tier nteiner ©iinben 
Scrgcbung reid)e SOtafs 311 finbett. 

(iiretibcit. 3 Jicin SBritber I SJBelc^e .fpbtlcnpcin I 
« 5 nicntin. 3 d) fage, lafj bie Straiten fet)it ! 

Sa bu bid) ff>rad)ft ber ©Ijre to§, 

©abft mir ben fdjtoerften .'perscnSftofi. 

3dj gcfje burd) ben Sobc8fd)Iaf 
Sit ©ott ein al§ ©olbat unb brau. 

(©ticbt.) 


3775 
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By my faith, I already seo the time when all honest towns- 
folk -will turn aside from thee, thou strumpet, as from 
a tainted corpse. Thy heart shall despair in thy body, 
when they look thee in the face ! No golden chain shalt 
thou wear more ! no more stand at the altar in the 
church ! Thou shalt not please thyself, in a fair lace- 
collar, at the dance ! In some dark, wretched corner, 
among beggars and cripples, shalt thou hido, and, oven 
if God then forgives thee, be cursed on earth ! 


Martha. Commend your soul to God’s grace ! Will you 
besides load blasphemy on yourself 1 


Valentine. Could I but at thy withered body, thou 
scandalous, pimping woman, I should hope to find 
pardon, in rich measure, for all my sins ! 


Gretciien. My brother ! What hellish torment ! 


Valentine. Have done with tears, I toll thee ! When 
thou ronouncedst honour, thou gavest me tho bitterest 
heart-stab. I go in, through tho sleep of death, to God 
as a soldier and a brave one. (Dies). 
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S«Uf I 


3776-3801 


SDorn. 

Slmt, Orgtl tmb ffltfang. 

©rctrfjen writer bietem USrffe. ©iifcr ©eift Ijintec ®retd;en. 

sBUfcr © c t ft. Sffiic nitberS, ©retdjen, mar bir’S, 

8118 bit ttDcf) uoK Unfdjulb 
•gier gum Slttar trat'ft, 

9 tu§ bent toergriffnctt S 3 iid)eld)cn 

©c&ete taUtcft, 3780 

4>nlb Kiitberfpiete, 

$al6 ©ott int .'petjcn I 
©rctdjeit ! 

SCSo ftet)t beiit STopf ? 

Sit beinem .'perjeit 3785 

23eld)e StKiffetljnt ? 

SBet'ft bu fur beiner 2Rutter @ec(c, bic 

Surd) btdj gur langen, langen i)Sein fiiniiberfdjtief ? 

Sluf beiit'er ©Emetic tneffen SBIitt ? 

— Uitb nntcr bciitcm Bergen 3790 

SJtcgt fidj’S uidit guiUcnb fdjott, 

Unb iingftigt bid) uitb fid) 

SKit atjuungSboHer ©cgenltiart ? 

©tclrfjctt. 3M) I SSM) I 

S33nr’ id) ber ©ebattfen to§, 379s 

®ie ntir fjeriiber unb tjiiiiibcr getjcit 
SBiber mid) I 

© 1) 0 r. Dies iree, dies ilia 

Solvet steclum in favilla. 

(Orgetton. ) 

«»fer ©eift. ©rilltllt fa fit bid) ! 

®ie fpofamxe tout I 


3800 
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Cathedral. 

( Service , organ and anthem . Gretchen amongst a number of people. 

Evil Spirit behind Gretchen.) 

Evil Spirit. How different was it with thee, Gretchen, 
when, still full of innocence, thou earnest here to 
the altar, lispedst prayers out of the well-thumbed 
little hook, half child’s play, half God in thy heart! 
Gretchen ! Where is thy head 1 What transgression 
in thy heart ! Prayest thou for thy mother’s soul, who, 
through thee, slept over into long, long torment 1 On 
thy threshold, whose blood 1 — And, under thy heart, 
stirs there not something, quickoning already, and 
torturing thee and itself with foreboding presence 1 


Gretchen. Woe ! Woe ! Would I were freo from the 
thoughts which como to mo hither and thither against 
mo ! 


Ciioir. Dies irai, dies ilia 

Solvet steclum in favilla. ( Organ-sound .) 


Evil Spirit. Wrath seizes thee ! The Trump sounds ! 
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®ic ©riibcr bcbeit 1 
Unb bein §erg, 

Slug Slfdjcnrul)’ 

3u gtamntenqnaten 3805 

SSiebcr aufgcfdjaffeit, 

SBebt auf ! 

«tc*rf)cit. SBar’ id) t)icr iueg ! 

SJlir ift, al§ 06 bie Drgct mir 

®cn Sttljein berate, 3810 

©cfattg mein $e rj 

Sm Sicffteit tbf’tc. 

(Sljot. Judex ergo cum sedebit, 

Quidquid latet apparobit, 

Nil inultum remancbit. 3815 

©rctdjcu. SEJiir inirb fo citg’ I 
®ie SJiaiieviipfeilev 
Sefangeit mid) ! 

®ab ©cluolbe 

®rangt ntidj ! — 2uft ! 3820 

©cift. S 3 erbirg bid) I Siiub’ unb ©cljanbc 
SBteibt nid|t nerborgen. 

Suft? Sidjt? 

SDBef) bir 1 

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus, 3825 

Quern patronum rogaturus, 

Cunt vix justus sit socurus 1 
©eift. Sf)* Stntlife lueitbeit 
SSerltartc non bir ab. 

®ie ganbe bir ju reid)en, 

(Sdjauert’B ben Sfleinett I 
28e() ! 


©iifcv 


(51) or. 


® of cr 


3830 
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The graves tremble ! And thy heart, raised again from 
its ashy rest for flamo-tormonts, starts up trembling ! 


Gretciien. Would I were hence ! I feel as if the organ 
took away my breath, as if the anthem dissolved my 
inmost heart. 


Choir. Judex ergo cum sedebit, 

Quidquid laid apparebit , 
Nil inultum remanebit. 


Gretciien. I feel so oppressed ! The wall pillars confine 
me ! The vault presses on me ! — Air ! 


Evil Spirit. Hide thyself ! Sin and shamo remain not 
hidden. Air 1 Light 1 Woo to thee ! 


Choir. Quid sum miser tunc dicturus , 

Quern patronum rogaturus, 
Cum nix Justus sit securus ? 


Evil Spirit. The glorified avert their faces from thee ! 
Tho pure shudder to reach thee their hands ! Woe ! 
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(S I) 0 v. Quid sum misor tunc dicturus 1 

©cctdjcu. SJiacfjtmriu ! (Suer glafdjdjen ! — 

(Sie ffilit in Dfjnnuitjt.) 


2 Bal)>utfli 3 iiacf)t. 

'§avjgctirg. ©egenb non 'Semitic unb (Stent. 

Snuft. a)ict)I)ii(ol)f)t'(e«. 

so!ct)t)ifto(«i)ctc 8 . SScdaitgft bn nid)t itadj einent Scfenfticlc ? 
3 d) luiinfd)te mir ben aHerberbftcit SSoct. 3830 

9 (uf biefent SBcg fiub loir nod) lucit Oom Side. 

Souft. ©0 Tang id) mid) nod) frifd) anf ntcinen S 3 cincn 
fiitjtc, 

©citiigt mir biefer Sfnotenftod. 

2Ba§ I)ilft’8, baft man ben 2Bcg ocrfiirjt I 3840 

Snt SabtjrintI) ber ®t)ater tjinsufdjteidjcn, 

®amt biefen gdfcit 311 erfteigen, 

9 $oit bent ber Quell fid; eluig tyrttbelnb ftiirjt, 

®a§ ift bic Suft, bie fold)c SJSfabc tourjt ! 

®er grilling »uet)t fd)oit in ben 33 ir!eit, 3843 

Unb felbft bie gid)tc fiit|lt il)n fdjon ! 

©odt 1 er uidjt and) anf nitfre ©lieber loirFeit ? 
i»!cni)if*o(>0etc3. giirtoaljr, id) ffjiire nidjtS baOoit! 

2 Jtir ift e8 lointertid) int 2 ei 6 c ; 

3 idj lounfd)te ©djnee nnb groft anf nteiiter 93 at)n. 3850 

SDBie traurig fteigt bie untiottfommne ©d)eibe 
®e§ rotI)en SUioitbS mit fpciter ©lutt) I)eran, 

Unb leud)tct fdjlcdjt, bag man fici jebent @d)ritte 
S8or eineti SBaum, oor einen gelfen rennt I 
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Choir. Quid sum miser tune didurus 1 

Gretchen. Neighbour ! Your smelling bottle ! 

{She swoons away . ) 


Walpurgis - N ight. 

(Harz mountains. District of Schirke and Elend.) 

Faust. Mephistopheles. 

Mephistopheles. Do you not long for a broomstick? 
For myself, I should like the very sturdiest he-goat. 
By this way we are still far from our goal. 

Faust. So long as I feel fresh on my legs, this knotty 
staff suffices me. What hoots it to shorten tho way ? 
To steal along the labyrinth of the valleys, then to 
mount the rock from which the spring, ever bubbling, 
dashes,. — that is the pleasure which gives zest to such 
paths. Spring is already stirring in tho birches, and 
even tho pine already feels it : should it not work also 
upon our limbs 1 

Mephistopheles. Verily, I feel nothing of it! In my 
body it is wintry ; I should desire frost and snow upon 
my path. How mournfully the imperfect disk of the 
red moon rises with belated glow, and lights so ill that, 
at every step, one runs against a tree, against a rock ! 

T 
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3855-3882 


(Merab’, bafi id; ein Srrtid;t bitte 1 3855 

Sort fef)’ id; eing, bag ebeit tuftig breitnt. 

©e ba ! mein grcunb I barf id) bid; 311 img fobcrn ? 

SSBag ioittft bit fo Oergebeng lobern ? 

@et; bod; fo gut imb Ieud;t’ mtg ba Ijiuauf ! 

Slug Gst)rfurd;t, fioff' ic^, foil eg ntir geliitgeit, 3860 
SJteiit leidjteg matured ju gtoingen ; 

Slur gicfaacE geljt getoofynlid) unfer Sauf. 

(Si ! (Si I (Sr benft’g bctt SQlenfdjen u«d;= 

3uat;men. 

@el;’ (Sr nur grab', iug Scufelg Stamen 1 
©onft blaf' id; gfjm fein gladcr-Scbeit aug. 3865 

Srciiifjt. Sdj merle looI;t, it;r feib bcr ©err Uoitt ©aug, 

Uttb loitt mid; gern itadj eud; bequemen. 

SMciit bebentt ! ber 83 erg ift I;eutc jaubertoK, 

Unb toeitn ein Srrtidjt eud; bic SBege toeifen foil, 

@0 miifjt iljr’g fo genau rtid^t nefguen. 3870 

Sauft, SBlcVbiftobbcIcS, Srvliifjt. 

3m SBe^fflgefaiig. 

Qit bie Sraum* unb fjauberfpljarc 
< 3 inb loir, fd;eint eg, cingegaugcn. 
giit)r’ ung gut unb mad)’ bir (Stjre, 

Saf) toir oortoartg balb getangeit, 

Sit ben toeiten obett Stciumen I 3875 

@el;’ bie SBfhmte I;inter SBiiumen, 

SDBie fie fdjnell boriiber riideit, 

Unb bie Stli©©en, bie fid; biideu, 

Unb bie taugeit gelfeitnafen, 

SD 3 ie fie fctjnardjen, toie fie blafeit I 3880 

Surd; bie ©teiite, burd; ben SRafeu 
<$itet S 3 ad; unb S 3 ad;Iein nieber. 
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Allow me to invite a will-o’-the wisp ! I see one yonder 
that is just burning merrily. Hi there, my friend ! May 
I summon you to us 1 Why will you flare so uselessly 1 
Pray be so good as to light us up along here ! 

Will-O’-The-Wisp. Out of reverence, I hope I shall suc- 
ceed in restraining my flighty nature ; our course usually 
goes but zig-zag. 

Mephistopheles. Heyday ! You think to imitate man. 
Go you simply straight, in the devil’s name ! Else I 
will blow your flickering flame out for you. 

W ILL-o’-THE-WfSP. I well perceive, you are the master 
of the house, and I will willingly accommodate myself 
to you. But consider ! The mountain to-day is magic- 
mad, and if a will-o’-the-wisp is to show you the way, 
you must not be so particular. 

Faust, Mephistophei.es, Wiia-o’-the-Wisp [in alternate song ). 

‘ Into the sphere of dream and magic, it seems, we have 
entered. Lead us right, and do thyself credit, that we 
may get fast forwards into the wide, desert spaces ! 

‘ I see the trees behind trees, how quickly they move by ; 
and the cliffs that bow, and the long snouts of rocks, 
how they snort, how they blow ! 

1 Through the stones, through the turf, brook and brooklet 
hurry down. Hear I rustling 1 Hear I songs ? Hear 
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3883-3913 


f>iir’ id) 9taufd)eit ? pr’ idj Sieber ? 

§br’ id) tjolbc Ciebcgtfagc, 

©timnien jener $immel8tage ? 3885 

8S3a§ loir ^offen, loag loir tieBen ! 

Ultb bag Gsdjo, toie bie ©age 
Sitter Seiten, Ijattet ioieber. 

Ut)u 1 ©djulju I tout eg naljer ; 

Slaus wtb Stibij) unb ber §cit|er, 3890 

©iub fie aHe load) geblieBeit ? 

©irtb bag Sftoldje bttrdjg ©cftrciudje ? 

Sangc Seine, bide Sattcfje I 

Unb bie SBurjetn, loie bie ©djlaitgeit, 

SBinbeti fidj au§ gets itttb ©atibe, 3895 

©tredctt lounberlidje SBattbe, 

Ung 311 fd^recfett, ung 311 fangeit ; 

Slug Betebten berben SJtafern 
©tredctt fie S]5ott)penfafern 

9 Zac§ bent SBanbrer. Unb bie SJJaufc, 3900 

®aufettbfarbig, fdjaarenioeife, 

®ttrdj bag SJtoog unb burd) bie tpeibe ! 

Unb bie guntehlotirnter fliegen, 

SOiit gebrangteit ©diioarntesugen, 

Qunt oerloirrettben ©eleite. 390s 

Slbcr fag’ titir, 06 loir ftetjen, 

Ober ob loir toeiter geljeit ? 

SlKeg, Sllleg fdjeiut 311 brel)eit, 
gelg unb Saume, bie ©cfidjter 
@d)neiben, unb bie irrcn 2id)ter, 3910 

®ie fid) ntel)ren, bie fid) blfifjeit. 
sotetxttftovb'ies- gaffe loader nteinen Sipfel 1 
Spier ift fo eiu SJiittelgipfel, 
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I the sweet plaint of love, — voices of those heavenly 
days 1 — what we hope, what we love ! And Echo, like 
the tale of old times, sends hack the sound. 


‘ Oohoo ! Shoohoo ! — it sounds nearer ; screech-owl, and 
peewit, and the jay,' — have they all remained awake 1 
Are those salamanders through the bushes 1 — long legs, 
big paunches ! And the roots, like serpents, wind from 
out of rock and sand, stretch forth strange bands, to 
affright us, to catch us ; from living, sturdy gnarls, they 
stretch polyp-fibres towards the wanderer. And the 
mice, thousand-coloured, in hosts, through the moss, 
and through the heather! And the fire-flies flit, with 
crowded swarms, in a bewildering escort. 


‘ But tell mo whether wo are standing still, or whether we 
are moving on 1 Everything, everything seems to turn 
round, — rock and trees, which make faces, and the 
will-o’-the-wisps, which multiply, which swell them- 
selves out.’ 


Mephistopheles. Grasp my skirt stoutly ! Here is a 
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3914-3944 


2 Bo man mit Srftauneit fieljt, 

2Bic im 33 erg ber XRammon g(iif;t. 3915 

ft. SBic fettfnm gtimmert bnrd; bie ®riinbe 
Gilt morgenriitljlidj trilber @d;ein I 
Uub felfift 6i§ in bie tiefen ©ditiinbe 
®e8 9 l 6 grunb§ loittert er I;inein. 

®a fteigt eitt ®antpf, bovt jielfen ©djroabeit, 39=° 

.'pier teudEjtet ©lutf) nu§ ®itnft unb glor, 

®amt fd;teid;t fie toie ein sorter Saben, 

®ann brid;t fie toie ein Quell fjcroor. 

.fMer fdjtingt fie eitte gaitje ©trcdc, 

SJiit t;unbert 8lbern, fid; burd;’S ®f;ai, 39=5 

llttb t)ier in ber gebraitgteit Sdc 
SSereiitjelt fie fic§ auf eiitmal. 

®a fpritijett gunfett in ber 9iat;e, 

S 3 ie auSgeftreuter golbner ©anb. 

®od; fdjau’ ! in it;rer ganjcit §bf;c 3930 

Sntgiiubet fic§ bie gelfentonnb. 
m ef)i)tftof)()c(e9. Srleud)tet nid;t 311 bicfem geftc 
4?err 2Jlamtnon priidjtig ben ifiafaft ? 

Sin ®tiid, bnfj bit's gefcfieit I;aft ; 

3 d; fpiire fd;oit bie ungeftiimen Safte. 393s 

Sax ft. SBie raj't bie SKSinbSbraut bitrd; bie Suft ! 

2 Jtit tocldjcn ©d;Iiigen trifft fie meinen Siadett I 
SBtef»Oiftooi)c(c8. ®n outfit beS gelfcnS atte SRippett padcn ; 
©ottft ftiirjt fie bid; Ijittab itt biefcr ©cfjtiinbc ®ruft, 

Sin 9 tebet oerbid;tet bie SJiadjt. 394° 

§tire, toie ’8 burd; bie SMtber !rad;t I 
9 lufgefd;eud;t fiiegcn bie Snten. 

§or'l eg fplittern bie ©auteit 
Sioig griiner iJMcifte. 
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mid-peak, whence one sees with wonder how Mammon 
is glowing in the mountain. 


Faust. How strangely glimmers through the hollows a 
murky lustre liko the red of dawn ! And it quivers 
even into the deep gorges of the abyss. There an 
exhalation rises ; vapours trail yonder ; here a glow 
shines out from mist and haze ; then it steals along 
like a fine thread ; then it bursts forth like a fountain. 
Here it winds, a whole reach, with a hundred veins, 
through the valley ; and here, in the compressed corner, 
it isolates itself at once. There, close by, sparks are 
scintillating, like scattered golden sand. But look ! the 
wall of rocks kindles in all its height. 


Mephistopheles. Does not Sir Mammon light up his 
palace magnificently for this festival 1 A piece of luck, 
that you have seen it ! I feel already the approach of 
the boisterous guests. 


Faust. How the storm-blast rages through the air ! With 
what thumps it strikes my neck ! 

Mephistopheles. You must grip the old ribs of the 
rock ; elso it will hurl you down into the grave of these 
abysses. A mist thickens the night. Hark, what a 
crashing through the woods ! The owls fly scared 
away. Hark, the columns of the evergreen palaces 
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3945-3973 


®irren unb SBredjen ber Stfte, 394s 

®er ©tammc ntad;tige§ ®riif;nen, 

®er Sffiurjelit Sitarreit unb ®at)iteit 1 
Snt fiird;tertid; oerinorreueit gatle 
Uebcr einaubcr fradjeu fie aUc, 

Uitb burd; bte itbertriimmerten SHtifte 3950 

Qifdjeit unb Ijeuten bte Siifte. 
fpiirft btt ©tintnten tit ber §olje ? 

Sit ber Sente, in ber Slfifie ? 

Sa, bett gattjen 93erg eittlang 

©triiint ein luiitfjeitbcr Sanbergefnng I 3955 

■•pci’cit (ini 6t;or). ®te §cjett 311 bent SBrodett 5iet;it; 

®te ©toppet ift getb, bie ©aat ift grim. 

®ort fantntelt fid^ ber grofie fpauf ; 
fjerr Uriait fijjt obett nuf. 

©0 geb)t e3 iiber ©tein unb ©tod ; 3960 

©3 f — t bie tpeje, eS ft — t ber Sod. 

®ie ntte SSattbo Jomrnt atlein ; 

@ie rcitet auf eittent iOiutterfdjnjeiit. 

@0 @t;re bent, Iticm ©f;re gebiif;rt I 
grail SBctitbo Dor 1 uitb angcf£it;rt 1 3965 

©tit tiidjtig ©djtneiit unb SOtuttcr brnuf, 

®a folgt ber gange £ejeid;aitf. 

SMdjcit 2Beg fontntft bit fjer ? 

Ucbern SIfenftein ! 

®n giicft’ id; ber ©tde iitS 'Jieft r;iitciit ; 

®ie ntndjt' eiit 5fSnar Stugen ! 

ettmme. D faljre 3111- .glide I 3970 

SSa3 reit’ft bu io fd;ite(Ie 1 
©timme. SKid; f;at fie gefdjunben ; 

®a fief; nur bie SBuitben t 


0 timme. 

<S 1) 0 v. 

G timme. 
3 1 i nt me. 
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are splintering ! The craclding and brealdng of the 
branches, the mighty groaning of the trunks, the creak- 
ing and yawning of the roots, — they all crash, in 
fearfully confused fall, over one another ; and the 
winds hiss and howl through the week-covered clefts. 
Do you hear voices aloft 1 — in the distance 1 — near at 
hand t Ay, a raving magic-song streams along the 
whole mountain ! 

Witches (in chorus). The witches repair to the Brocken ; 
the stubble is yellow, the young corn is green. Yonder 
assembles the great multitude. Sir Urian sits up aloft. 

So they go over stock and stem, the witch s, the 

he-goat s. 

Voice. The old Baubo comes alone ; she rides on a 
farrow sow. 

Chorus. So honour to him to whom honour is due ! 
Damo Baubo to the front, and lead the way ! A goodly 
sow and mother thereon ■ then follows the whole swarm 
of witches. 

Voice. Which way did you come hither 1 

Voice, Over Ilsenstoin. There I peeped into the owl’s 
nest. She made such a pair of eyes ! 

Voice. Oh go to hell ! why are you riding so fast 1 

Voice. She has grazed me ; only see here the wounds ! 
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Scscit (Gt;or). Set' SKJeg ift Brett, ber SSJcg ift lattg ; 

SBag ift bag fiir ein toller ©rang ? 3975 

Sic ©abet ftidjt, ber SBefett fraf)t, 

Sag S'inb erftidt, bie Gutter flaijt. 

■‘pcrcumeiftcr (>§aI6e3 QEl)or). 

SOSir fdjteidfen toie bie ©dotted’ irn .gang ; 

Sie SBciber atle finb Doraug. 

Scnn geljt eg ju beg Sofcrt §aug, 3980 

Sag SBcib fiat taufenb ©thrift ooraitg. 

(Slnbre 

23 ir netjmen bag nidjt fo gettau : 

9 Kit taufenb ©Written madjt’g bie gran ; 

Sod) toie fie and) fid) eiteit faitn, 

SKit Gittem ©prttnge madjt’g ber 3 D!amt. 3985 

Sttmme (o6en). fi’ommt tnit, fontmt mit, Oont getfeufee I 
sttmmcn (0011 unteii). 2Bir molten gerne mit, in bie §of)’. 
Sf 3 ir loafdjen ttnb Btaitf finb loir gang unb gar, 

Slber aud) eioig unfruc^tbar. 

»eibc eoarc. @g }d)h)eigt ber SSittb, eg ftiefjt ber ©tern, 399° 
Ser triibe SJtonb Ocrbirgt fid) gem ; 

3 nt ©aufen fpriifjt bag gauberdjor 
SBiet taufenb geuerfunfen fjerbor. 

Sttmme (oonunten). $atte! tpatte! 

Sttmme (oon oben). 2 Ber ruft ba aug ber getfeufpalte ? 3995 

sttmme (unten). 9 M)iitt ntid) mit ! 9 tel)int mid) mit 1 
gdj fteige fdjoit breiljmtbert gaf)r, 

Hub fann ben ©ififet itidjt erreidjeit. 

3d) totire gem bei nteitteg @(eid)eu. 
ssetbe (S^Bvc. ©g tragt ber 93 efen, tragt ber ©tod, 

Sie ©abet tragt, eg tragt ber S 8 od ; 

SSSer Ijeute fiefj niefit tjebeit faun, 


40CO 
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Witches (in chorus). The way is broad, the way is long ; 
what mad throng is this 1 The fork pricks, the broom 
scratches, the child is stifled, the mother bursts. 

Wizards (half-chorus). We steal along like the snail in 
its house ; the women arc all ahead. For in going to 
the Evil One’s house, woman is a thousand steps ahead. 

The Other Hale. We do not take that precisely so : 
the woman does it with a thousand steps j but, however 
she may hasten, the man does it at a single bound. 

Voice (above). Come with us, come with us, from the 
Felsensee ! 

VOICE (fro?n below). Wo should much like to go with you 
aloft. We wash, and are thoroughly clean, but also 
eternally barren. 

Both Choruses. The wind is still, the star flies, the 
gloomy moon is fain to hide herself. The magic choir, 
in its whizzing, sparkles forth many thousand sparks. 

Voice (from below). Halt! Halt! 

Voice (from above). Who calls there from the rock-cleft 1 

Voice (below). Take me with you ! Take me with you ! 
For full three hundred years I have been mounting, and 
cannot reach the summit. I would fain be with my 
fellows. 


Both Choruses. The broom carries, the stick carries, the 
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4003-4029 


3ft eiuig etit Ocrfortter SKami. 

$ai6i|csc (unten). 3d) trippfc nad), fo laitge fjeit; 

SDSic fiitb bie Sfitbern fd)ott fo mcit I 4005 

3 dj §nb’ ju gaitfe feme SRutj’, 

Unb fomntc flier bod) nidjt baju. 
eijor bet .^cscii. ®ie ©afbc giebt ben .Scjcu fOtutl) ; 

©in Sumpeit ift gunt ©egef gut, 

©in guteg ©djiff ift jeber ®rog ; 4010 

®er ftieget nie, ber Ijcut nid)t flog. 
sDctbc Gijiitc. Unb menu loir um ben ©ipfel gie^it, 

@0 ftreidjet an bent S3oben f)iit, 

Uttb beett bie §eibe Ineit unb Breit 

SDtit cucrin ©djmarnt ber ,ge£cnf)cit ! 4013 

(@ie laffen fief? meter.) 

soici)f)iftoni)cic8. ®ag brangt unb ftofjt, bag rufdit unb 
ffafipert I 

®a§ 5ifd)t unb quirlt, bag jieljt unb frtappert I 
®ag feud)tet, fpritfit unb ftinft nub Brennt ! 

©in ioaf)reg Jpejeuefemeitt ! 

9 tur feft an luir I fonft finb loir gfeid) getremtt. 4020 

28 o Bift bn ? 

Sau ft (in Ber ffevue). .fjierl 

SB!cf)i)tftot>Bcic8. Sffiag I bort fdjoit fjiugcriffcu V 

®a rnerb’ id) $augredjt Braudjen ntiiffen. 
ipfaf) I 3 uufer SSofanb fommt. fJSlajj I fiiffer ipobel, 5 J 5 fa^ ! 
§icr, ®o!tor, faffe mid) I unb nun, in ©inem ©at}, 

Safi ung aug bent ©ebraitg' entmeid)en ; 4025 

©g ift ju toff, fogar fiir nteiiteg © Ceicfjen. 

®ort nebeit tenc^tet Wag rnit ganj Befonbrem ©djein, 

©g giefjt mid) tong ttad) jeneit ©treiudjeu. 

Sfontnt, fontm I 2Bir fdjfufifen ba I)inein. 



Walpurgis-Night 


301 


fork carries, the he-goat carries ; ho who cannot raise 
himself to-day is a lost man for ever. 

Demi-Witch (below). I have been tripping after for so 
long a time : how far the others are already ! I have no 
rest at home, and do not get it here either. 

Chorus of Witches. The salve gives courage to the 
witches ; a rag is good for a sail ; every trough is a 
good ship ; ho will never fly who flew not to-day. 

Both Choruses. And when wo round the peak, do you 
pass away on the ground, and cover the heath far and 
wide with your swarm of witch-hood ! 

( They let themselves down . ) 

Mephistopheles. There ’s crowding and pushing, there ’s 
rustling and clattering ! There ’s whizzing and twirling, 
there ’s tugging and chattering ! There ’s shining, 
sparkling, and stinking, and burning ! A true witch- 
element ! But close to me ! else we shall be parted at 
onco. Where are you 1 

Faust {in the distance). Here ! 

Mephistopheles. What ! carried away yonder already 1 
Then I shall bo obliged to exorciso domestic authority. 
Room ! Squire Voland comes. Room ! sweet rabble, 
room ! Hero, Doctor, take hold of mo ! And now, with 
one bound, let us escape from the crowd ; it is too mad 
even for the like of me. Hard by there, something 
shines with a quite peculiar light; something attracts 
me towards those bushes. Come, come ! we will slip in 
there. 
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grtUft 


4030-4059 


3 nu ft. ®u ©etft beg 2 Biberfprud)g 1 9 ?ttr 311 1 ©u ntngft uticf) 
fiifjren. 4030 

3d) benfe bod), bag tonr red)t Ihtg gcntad)t : 

Sum SBrotfen toanbefn loir in bcr 28 alpurgi§nad)t, 

Urn uit§ beliebig unit Ijiefetbft jit ifolirett. 
ancut)iftof>(Kic 8 . ©a fief) nur, tucidjc bunte gfammen I 
(£§ tft eitt muntrer Stub beifamntett. 4035 

3 m SUeinen ift man nid)t alleitt. 
tfnuft. ©od) bfobctt mbd)t’ id) tieber feiit I 
<Sd)on fef)’ id) ©tutf) unb SBirbetraud). 

©ort ftromt bie 9 JJenge ju bem 936 fen ; 

©a muff fid) tnaudjeg 9 idtf)fct lofen. 4040 

sBtcfiijiftofiijcics. ©od) manges Siatfifel fniipft fid) and). 

Safe bu bie grofje SB 3 cIt nur faufeit I 
SBir toollen I;ier im ©tiden fjaufeit. 

@g ift bod) lattge f|ergcbrad)t, 

©afj in ber grofjeu S&eft man Heine SCSeltett mad)t. 4045 
©a fef)’ id) juitgc §ei'd)eit, nadt unb blofj, 

Hub alte, bie fid) ttug berfjiiHen. 

<Set)b freunbtid), nur um nteinetioilleu I 
®ie SOtiilj’ ift tieiit, bcr ©paf) ift grojj. 

3 d) t)orc lung umt 3 uftrumenteu toiten ; 4°s° 

SBcrftudjt ©efdjnarr I SDtau ittufj fid) bran gelootjneit. 

S’oimit mit ! ffiontm ntit 1 ©g faun nid)t attberg fet)n, 

3 d) tret’ I)erait unb filljre bid) tjereiu, 

Unb id) berbiitbe bid) aufg 9 teue. 

2 Bag fagft bit, gretinb ? bag ift feiit tteiner 9 tnum. 4055 
©a fiel) nur f)in ! ®u fietjft bag ©nbe fount. 

©in .fjuubert getter brentteit in ber 9 teifie ; 

SDfatt tanjt, man fdjloajjt, man fod)t, titan trinft, man liebt ; 
■Jiun fage tttir, too eg toag SBefferg giebt ? 
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Faust. Thou spirit of contradiction ! But go on ! thou 
mayst lead me. I think, however, it was right sagely 
done ! AVe repair to the Brocken on Walpurgis-night — 
in order now, in this place of all others, to isolate our- 
selves of our own accord ! 

Mephistopheles. Only see there, what variegated flames ! 
A lively club is met together. In a small circle one is 
not alone. 


Faust. I would rather be above, though ! Already I see 
fire and eddying smoke. Yonder streams the multitude 
to the Evil One ; many a riddle must be untied there. 


Mephistopheles. But many a riddle will bo knotted too. 
Just leave the great world to whir ; we will abide here 
in peace. Surely, it has long been handed down, that 
in the great world little worlds are made. I see there 
young witches naked and bare, and old ones who 
prudently cover themselves. Bo amiable, if only for 
my sake ! The trouble is small, the sport is great. I 
hear something sounding from instruments. Cursed 
jangling ! One must accustom oneself to it. Como 
along, come along ! It cannot be otherwise ; I shall 
walk on and introduce you here, and I shall oblige you 
afresh. AYhat say you, friend 1 that is no small space. 
Only look there ! you scarcely see the end. A hundred 
fires are burning in a row ; people are dancing, talking, 
cooking, drinking, loving : now tell me where is there 
anything better 1 
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4060-4088 


8«u ft. SEBittft bit bid^ nun, urn unS I)ier eiit3ttfitljren, 4060 
Site QauBrer ober Settfel probuciren ? 
anci>ijtftoi>i)ctc8. Stuar Bin id) fetfr gelooljnt, incognito 311 
get)u ; 

®od; laft ant ©alatag man feinett Drben feljn. 

©in SMeBanb jeic^net mid) nidljt auS ; 

Sod; ift ber ifferbefuj; f)ier ef)rettUoH 311 §aitS. 4065 

©ieljft bn bic @d;ttede ba ? ©ic fontmt Ijerangefrodjctt ; 

9 Jtit il;rcnt taftcitbcit ©e)id;t 
.fpat fie tuir fdjon loaS aBgcrod;ett. 

SBentt ic) and) mid, berlaugn’ id; )ier mid; ttid;t. 

Sfomiit ttur I S 3 on getter gcl;ctt loir 311 getter ; 4070 

Qd; Bin ber SBerBer uttb bit Bift ber greicr. 

(3u einigen, bie uin toergtimmenbe J?ol)(en fi&cn.) 

3 )r alteit tperrtt, toaS mad;t it;r I;ier atn Gcnbc ? 

3d; lobt’ end;, menu id; end; I;it6fc) in ber SJtitte fiinbc, 

SBott ©auS nmsirlt uttb 3 ugenb 6 raite ; 

®enug adcin ift jeber ja 311 ©auS. 4°7S 

©cnetmt. SBer ntag auf dtationen trauen I 
SJIan )aBe nod; fo biet fiir fie getljatt ; 

Semt Bei bent Soil, tbie Bei ben grauett, 

©te)t imtnerfort bie 3 ugettb oBettan. 

SBUntftcv. 3 eW >ft tttatt bon bettt 3 led;tett adjutoeit, 4080 
3 d; toBe mir bie gutett SItten ; 

Semt freitid;, ba tbir Sides galten, 

Sa toar bie red;te golbuc Qeit. 
gjovucnu. SBir maren luafjrlid; aud; iticf;t bitmrt, 

Uttb tt;aten oft, loaS tbir ttid;t fodteit ; 4085 

Sod) jefeo !el;rt fit) Sides tint uttb urn, 

Uttb eBen ba tuir'S feft erl;atten toodten. 
stuto v. SBer mag tool;! tiberljaiipt jejjt eitte ©cljrift 
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Faust. To introduce us here, do you mean now to present 
yourself as wizard, or devil 1 

Mephistopheles. In truth, I am much used to go incog- 
nito ; hut on a gala-day one shows one’s order. A 
garter does not distinguish mo, but here the cloven foot 
is honourably at homo. Do you see the snail there 1 
It comes creeping np ; it has already scented out some- 
thing from me with its feeler-face. Even if I would, I 
could not disown myself here. But come ! we will go 
from fire to fire ; I shall be the mediator, and you will 
bo the wooer. 

( To some persons sitting round dying embers . ) 

Old gentlemen, what are you doing hero at tho extremity 1 
I should commend you if I found you fairly in the midst, 
encircled with riot and youthful turmoil, — why, every 
one is enough alone at home. 

General. Who can trust in nations, however much one 
may have done for them ? For with tho people, as with 
the women, youth has ever the preference. 

Minister. People at present are all too far from the right; 
for me, I praiso the good old ones ; for verily when wo 
were all in all, that was tho truo golden ago. 

PARVENU. We, too, were certainly not stupid, and often 
did what we ought not; but at present everything is 
turning round and round, and just when we wished to 
keep it steady. 

AUTHOR. Altogether, who now, pray, wants to read a 
U 


30G 


Sauft 


4089-4117 


S3mt mafjig tlugcm Strait lefen 1 
Unb lua§ ba§ liefic junge SSoIf Betrifft, 

®a§ ift nod) nie fo nafctoeis gelucfeit. 

SDic()i)ifto^i)c(c8 (btt anf eimnnl fetjr nit crfcljcint). 

Sunt jiingften ®ag fiitjt’ id) ba§ S8olf gereift, 

®a id) gum Ie|tenmat ben $ejenberg erfteigc, 

Unb lueit mein gaj)d)en triiBe lauft, 

©0 ift bie SCSelt and) anf bet Slteige. 

Sri$bctt)c£c. Qljr §erren, gcf)t nid)t fo OorBei I 
Safjt bie ©etegeitljeit nid)t fasten 1 
8Iufmer!fam btidt nad) nteinen SBaareit I 
(£§ ftel)t baljier gar maitd)erlei. 

Unb bod) ift nidjt§ in meinent Saben, 

®em feincr anf bcr Gt'bc gleirfjt, 

®a§ nid)t einmal gum tiidfjt'gen ©d)abeit 
®er SDtenfdjen unb ber SBelt gereidjt. 

Stein Sold) ift Ijier, bon bem nidft 83tut geftoffen, 

Stein ®etd), nuS bem fid) nid)t in gang gefunben 2ei6 4105 
S3crjel)renb IjeifjeS ©ift ergoffcn, 

Stein @d)ntud, ber nid)t eiit lieBenSWiirbig SBciB 
SSerfii^rt, feitt ©djmert, baS nicfjt ben SBunb geBrodjeit, 

SUdd ettna IjinterriidS ben ©egenntann burd)ftod)en. 
senbOiftobOetca. 2rnit ajiuljiue, fie uerfteljt ntir fd)Ied)t bie 
Seitcn. 4110 

©etfjan gefcfjeljn I ©efdjetjit getlfan ! 

SSerleg’ fie fid) anf 9leuigfeiten 1 
9tur 9teuigfeiten jiclfn un8 an. 

3 on ft. ®afi id) mid) nur nidjt felbft uergeffe ! 

tpeifj’ id) mir ba§ bod) eiite DQteffe 1 
sBicobiftobbeieS. ®er gange ©trubel ftrebt nad) ofien; 

®u gtaubft gu fd)ieBen, unb bu loirft gefd)oBeu. 
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4095 


4100 


4115 
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work of moderately wise contents 1 And as regards the 
precious young people, they have never yet been so pert. 

Mephistopheles (who all at once appears very old). I feel 
the people ripe for doomsday, as I ascend the witch- 
mountain for the last time ; and because my keg runs 
thick, the world, too, is on the lees. 

Huokster-Witcii. Gentlemen, do not go by thus ! Do 
not let the opportunity pass ! Look attentively at my 
wares : there are very many sorts here. And yet in my 
shop, to which none on earth is equal, there is nothing 
that has not redounded, at some timo or other, to the 
great detriment of mankind, and of the world. No 
dagger is here from which blood has not flowed; no 
bowl, from which consumingly hot poison has not poured 
out into some quito healthy body ; no trinket, that has 
not seduced an amiable woman ; no sword, that has not 
broken union, — has not perchance stabbed an adversary 
from behind. 

Mephistopheles. Coz, methinks you ill understand the 
times. What’s done has happened! What has hap- 
pened ’s done ! Apply yourself to novelties. Novelties 
alone attract us. 

Faust. That only I may not forget myself ! This I call a 
fair indeed ! 

Mephistopheles. The whole throng is striving upwards. 
You think to shove, and you are shoved. 
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4118-4143 




So « ft. SSer ift beuit ba§ ? 
s»tcpi)ifto))i)cic3. S 3 etrad)te fie geitnit I 

Sititt) ift ba§. 

Son ft. 2Bcr? 

s»tc(jt)tftofit)cic«. 2tbant§ erfte gran. 

■Jiintnt bid) in 2td)t tior ifjren fdjonen Ifaareit, 

SSor biefcnt ©dfimtd, ntit bent fie cinjig fjvangt ! 

SBentt fie bnntit ben jungen SDtaitit ertaitgt, 

So tafjt fie if)tt fo Bntb itidjt loieber fatten. 

So 11 ft. ©a fi|eit jtoei, bie Stlte ntit ber gititgen ; 

®ie tjaben fd)oit loa§ 9 tcd)t 3 gefprungeit I 
i»tct)®iftoo()cic8. ©a§ t)at nun tjente feitte 9 ttd)’. 

getjt sunt ttenett ©anj ; nun tontiit 1 loir greifen ,311. 
Souft (ntit ber 3 iingen tanjetib). 

(Sin ft I;att’ id) cinett fdjiiitett ©rantit ; 

©a fat) id) cittett Stpfetbaitin, 

Qloei fd)i 3 ne Stepfel gtiingten bran ; 

©ie reijten lit id), id) ftieg I)iitatt. 

3iic SitiSiic. ®er Stepfcldjcit begetjrt it)r fct)r, 

Unb fd)oit bout tparabiefe tjer. 

SSott grettben fid)!’ id) ntidj beluegt, 

©aff attcf) ntein ©artett fold^e treigt. 
wici)()iftot)i)c(c8 (ntit ber Qltten). 

©iitft §att’ id) ciiteit loiifteit ©raniit ; 

©a fat) id) eiitett geffialtiten Sannt, 

®er t)att’ eiit ; 

@0 — e§ toar, gefiet ntir’S bod). 

®tc ante, gdj biete meiiten tieften ©ritfi 
©ent SRittcr ntit bent ipferbefufj ! 

§att’ er einen bereit, 

2Bemt er itidjt fdjent. 
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4135 
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Faust. Who, then, is that 1 

Mephistopheles. Mark her woll ! That is Lilith. 

Faust. AVliol 

Mephistopheles. Adam’s first wife. Beware of her lovely 
hair, — of this adornment in which she shines unmatched ! 
When she wins a young man with it, she does not let 
him go again so soon. 

Faust. There sit two, the old one with the young one ; 
they have already capered famously. 

Mephistopheles. Thero is no rest to-day for these crea- 
tures. A new dance is beginning. Come, now, let us lend 
a hand ! 

Faust ( dancing with the young one). Once I had a fair 
dream ; therein I saw an apple tree ; two fair apples 
shono upon it ; thoy onticed me, I climbed up. 

The Fair One. You crave much for tho little apples, and 
from Paradise even till now. I feel moved with joy 
that my gardon also hears such. 

Mephistopheles {with the old. one). Onco I had a wild 

dream ; therein I saw a cleft tree ; it had a — ; as 

it was, it pleased me still. 

The Old One. I present my best respects to the knight 

with the cloven foot ! Lot him havo a ready, if 

he does not fear . 
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tl 3 to!to*)r)nntn 8 mift. SBerfludjteg SBolf 1 lung unterftcT)t ifjr 
eudj ? 

§at matt end) lange nidjt Betuiefett, 4145 

(Sitt ©eift ftet)t ttic nttf orbentlidjcit giificn ? 

SJtuit tnitjt i£)r gar, ttttg attbern ajtcnfdjcit gtcid) I 
®ie Srf)i)uc (tangenb). SSag toil! betttt bcr attf ititfernt 33atl? 
Snuft (tanjenb). ©i! ber ift ebett itBeraU. 

SBag SIttbre taiijen, rnttfi er fdjajjett ; 415° 

Sl'anit er ntd)t jebctt ©djritt £>cfd)loaj;en, 

@0 ift ber ©diritt fo gut atg nidjt gefdjeljn. 

Slut meiftett cirgert iljn, fotmlb htir oorlocirtg gel)tt. 

SBenn iljr eud) fo tut Streifc breljen tooEtet, 

2 Bie er’g in feitter atten 9 Jiiit)(e tfjut, 415s 

®a§ l)iefj’ er nEeitfnEg ttodj gut ; 

83 efottberg metttt itjr iljn barunt bcgrufjen foEtet. 
VratiapttaiitaSmift. 3 E)r fetjb nodj iutnter bn I 31 eiit, bag ift 
unerprt. 

SBerfdjloinbet bodj I SBir Ijabett fa nufgeflnrt I 

®ag Seufefeftad, eg fragt ttad) leitter Elegel ! 4160 

SESir fittb fo ftug, ttttb bettttodj fpuft’g in ®eget. 

SBie lattge Ijnb’ idj nid)t ant 2Bnf)n tjinnuggcfcfyrt ! 

Uttb nie toirb’g rein ; bag ift bod) unerfjijrt ! 

®tc ® it) it it c. ©0 prt bod) nttf, ung f)icr ju ettniit)ireu ! 
tptof tutiitantnSmift. Qd) fag’g end) ©eiftern ing ©efidjt : 4165 
Sen ©eiftegbetyotigmug leib’ id) ttid)t; 

EKeitt ©eift fattn i()tt itid;t ejerciren. 

(©8 twirb fortgctanjt. ) 

)£>eut, fefj’ id), loiE tttir itidjtg gelittgett ; 

®od) eitte 9tei[e tte()m’ id) iutnter liiit, 

Uttb fioffe nod), nor iiteiitent lejjteit ©djritt, 

®ie ®eufel unb bie ®idjter jit bejtoingen. 
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Prootophantasmist. Accursed folk ! how dare you 1 Was 
it not long since proved to you that a ghost never 
stands on ordinary foot t Now you are evon dancing 
away like us other men ! 

The Pair One (dancing). What does he want, then, at 
our hall 1 

Faust (dancing). Oh, he is in fact everywhere ! What 
others dance, he must appraise. If he cannot talk about 
every step, the step is as good as not made. He is most 
vexed, directly we go forwards. If you would turn in 
a circle, just as he does in his old mill, that perhaps he 
might yet call good ; especially if you were to ask his 
leave. 

Prootophantasmist. You are still there ! No, that is 
unheard of ! Do vanish ! Wo have, you know, en- 
lightened [the world !] This devil’s pack, it cares for no 
rules. We are so wise — and yet Tegol is haunted ! 
How long have not I been sweeping away at the delu- 
sion ; and it never becomes clean 1 That is surely un- 
heard of ! 

The Fair One. Now, do leave off boring us here ! 

Prootophantasmist. I tell you spirits to your face : I 
will not tolerate spirit-despotism; my spirit cannot 
exercise it. 

( The dancing goes on. ) 

To-day, I see, I shall succeed in nothing; hut anyhow I 
shall avail myself of the opportunity for a journey ; and 
I hope still, before my last step, to get the better of the 
devils and the poets. 
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3fauft 


3Hc(>i)tft04>t)c(c3 (g r tuirb fii| gteid) tit eine $fii|e fc|en 
Sag ift bie Sift, Ibie er fid) foulagirt, 

Uttb loetttt 23tutegel fid) an feinent ©tcifj ergefjett, 

3ft er turn ©eiftern tutb bon ®eift cut'irt. 4i>s 

(3u ftaufl, bee au8 tem £ait$ getveten ift.) 

2Bag tciffeft bn bag fd)one 3J}abd)cu fatyren, 

Sag bir jtuit Sattj fo Iict>tic§ fattg? 

3nuft. Std>! mitten int ©efattge fprattg 
(Sin rotfjeg SDtaugdjett ifjr ang bent fOinitbe. 
s»tc))bifto))i)ctc8. Sag ift hta§ 9ted)tgl Sag nimntt matt 
nid)t genatt ; 4180 

®ettug, bie 3Kan§ tear bod) nid)t gran. 

28 cr fragt barnad) in eitter ©dfiiferftunbe ? 

3- mi ft. Satin fat) id) — 
s»tcf)t)tftot>i)c(c3- 28ag? 

3 mi ft. S3tebt)ifto, fietjft bit bort 

©in btaffeg, fd)iineg SDittb aHeiit uttb feme ftetyeit ? 

©ie fd)iebt fid) tangfant ttnr bom iOrt, 4185 

©ie fd)eiitt ntit gefd)tofjiteit gufjcit jit getjen. 

Qd) mug Befemten, baf) ntir biiudjt, 

Safi fie bent guten ®retdjen gteid)t. 
ibtcfii)iftiii)itcic8. 2afj bag ttnr ftetjn ! Sabei toirb’g Stiemanb 
ibOt)t. 

©g ift ein Qauberbitb, ift tebtog, eitt 3^>bt. 4190 

3()tn 511 bcgegiteit ift ttid)t gnt ; 

SSom ftarrett Slid erftarrt beg ffltenfdjeit 23tnt, 

Uttb er toirb faft in ©teiit berfetjrt : 

Sott ber SOtebufe tjaft bit fa gefjort. 

3 nu ft. giirtoatjr, eg finb bie Stiigen eitter Sobten, 4195 

Sie eitte tiebenbe §anb nid)t fc^Iofj. 

Sag ift bie SSruft, bie ®retd)ett ntir geboten, 
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Mephistopheles. Ho will forthwith sot himself in a 
puddle — that is the way in which ho solaces himself — 
and when leeches regale themselves on his hreoch, he 
is cured of spirits and of spirit. (To Faust, who has 
quitted the dance.) AVhy do you forsake the fair maid 
who sang so sweetly to you in the danco 1 

Faust. Ah ! in the middle of the song a littlo red mouse 
sprang out of her mouth. 

Mepiiistopiieles. That is out of the way ! One is not 
particular about that. Enough, the mouso was, at any 
rate, not grey. Who cares for such things in a happy 
lover’s hour 1 

Faust. Then I saw — 

Mepiiistopiieles. What 1 

Faust. Mephisto, do you see yonder a pale, fair child, 
standing alone and afar 1 Sho shifts but slowly from the 
place ; sho appears to go with shackled feet. I must own, 
it sooms to mo that sho resembles my good Gretchon. 

Mepiiistopiieles. Just let that alone ! No good will come 
of it to any ono. It is a magic-form, is lifeless, — a 
phantom. ’Tis not well to meet it ; ut its fixed gazo the 
blood of man curdles, and ho is well-nigh turned to 
stone : you have hoard, no doubt, of Medusa. 

Faust. Ill truth, they are the eyes of a corpse, which a 
loving hand did not close. That is the bosom which 



®a 3 ift ber fiifje 2eib, bctt id; geitofj ! 

SB!cpi)iftov6cic8. Sn« ift bie QauBerei, bu teicfjt tierfiilfrter 
®t)orl 

®emt Qebem fontnit fie inie fcin Siebdjett Dor. 4200 

go aft. SDSelc^ eine SBoitne I 23 c(d; cin Setbett I 
Sdj faun Doit biefent S 3 lid nidjt fd;eibett. 

SSBie fottberBar mug biefett fdjoneit §at§ 

©in eingig rotljeS < 3 d)niird;eit fdjntitden, 

Sllidjt Breiter at§ ein SDtefferriiden ! 4205 

SBicf)f)tftot)t)cic8. ®ang rcdjt I id) fcf)’ c» cbcnfadS. 

@ie famt bal gnufit and) untenn Slrnte trngen ; 

®enn 5 f 5 erfeu§ tjat ’3 ifjr aBgefcJjlageit. — 

Situ- immer biefe 2uft 311m 3 Bat)n ! 

Sontnt boc§ ba§ .fMigefdien fjeran I 42“ 

§ier ift ’3 fo luftig, tnie itn prater ; 

Unb I;at man ntir’S nid;t angetfjan, 

@0 fef;’ id) toaljrtid; ein Sweater. 

2Ba§ giebt ’3 bcmt bo ? 

®evt>tf>tti8. ©tcid; faitgt man tuieber an. 

©in tteneS ©tiid, ba§ Ie^te ©titd non fieBen ! 4215 

@0 Diet 3 it geben ift attljicr ber 93 rattd;. 

©in ®itettant fiat e§ gefd;rieben, 

Unb ®ilettanten fpieteit ’3 and). 

SSergeitit, itjr §errn, lueitn id; ucrfdjiuinbe ; 

SDZic^ bifcttirt'S, ben SBorfjang aufgusicljn. 4220 

2)tct)i)ifto))i)cicS. SBenn id; end; anf bent SUCocf^Berg finbc, 
®a§ finb’ id; gnt ; benn ba gef)firt it;r t)in. 
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Gretchon yielded to mo ; that is the sweet body which I 
enjoyed ! 

Mephistopheles. There lies the witchcraft, you easily de- 
luded fool ! for she appears to every one as his sweetheart. 

Faust. What bliss ! what suffering ! I cannot part from 
that look. How strange that a single red line, no 
broader than the back of a knife, should adorn this fair 
nock ! 

Mephistopheles. Quito right ! I seo it too. She can also 
carry her head under her arm ; for Perseus has cut it off 
for her. — Perpetually this fondness for delusion ! Do 
come up the hillock ! Here it is as merry as in the 
Prater ; and, if they ’ve not bewitched mo, I actually see 
a theatro. AVhat, thon, is going on here 1 

Servibilis. They will begin again directly. A new piece, 
— tho last piece of seven ! It is tho custom hore to givo 
so many. A dilettanto has written it, and dilottanti 
also play it. Pardon, gentlemen, if I vanish ! It is my 
dilettanto offico to draw up the curtain. 

Mephistopheles. When I find you on tho Blocksberg, 
chat is what I approve ; for you belong to the place. 
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*§3 a Ip it r g is n a d) is t v a u nt 

otcr 

gJbci'OUE ttitb ^ifcminr. gottmc c&odjjcif 
3 ntctmcjjo. 

Sijcatcsmciftc*. §cntc ruljen luir einmat, 

SJliebingS loacfre ©oljne. 

Sitter S 3 erg ititb feudjteS ®fjat, 4225 

®a§ ift bie gauge ©ceite I 
•■pcvoib. ®nfj bie ,£)od),;eit golbcu (el), 

©oll’n fitnfjig fel)tt Boriiber ; 

Slber ift bcr ©treit Borbei, 

®n 3 ©otben ift mir tieber. 423° 

oticvou. ©ct)b, tljr ©cifter, ibo id; bin, 

©0 geigt’s in biefeu ©tuitben I 
Stiinig nub bie Sfinigin, 

©ie fiitb nnfS Sicit Ocrbuitbeit. 

spurt, Sfomntt ber SfSnd, nub brcfjt fid) quer 4=35 

Uub (cfjteift ben gufj int 9 ieifjcit ; 
tpunbcrt fumnten t)intert)er, 

©id) nncf) ntit if)tn 311 freneit. 
strict. Striet bcluegt ben ©mtg 
3n fjimmtifd) reinen ®onen ; 4240 

SSiete graven tocft feiit SMang, 

®od) tocft cr and) bie ©djbiten. 
oticvou. ©atten, bie (ict) Bertirageit lnottcn, 

Semen’s Bon uitS SBeibett ! 
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WALPURGIS-NIGHT’S DREAM 

OR 

OBERON AND TITANIA’S GOLDEN WEDDING 

Intermezzo. 

Manager. To-day wo rest for once, the valiant sons of 
Mieding. Old mountain and damp dale, — that is the 
whole scenery ! 

Herald. That the wedding may be golden, fifty years 
must be passed; but if the strifo is over, that golden 
result is more pleasing to me. 

Oberon. If ye spirits be whore I am, show it at this time ; 
the king and queen, they are united anew. 

Puck. When Puck comes and whirls himself across, and 
slides his foot in the dance, a hundred come after, to 
rejoice also with him. 

Ariel. Ariel evokes the song in celestially pure tones ; his 
music allures many ugly faces, but it also allures the fair 
ones. 


Oberon. Spouses who wish to agree, let thorn learn from 
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23 enn fidi) atueie licben foflen, 4245 

S 3 rautfjt ntan fie itur 311 fciieiben. 

Sitania. ©dijmollt ber SJiann imb gritft bie grau, 

@0 faftt fie nur bef;citbe, 

Uiiljrt iitir uacf) bcm SJtittag fie, 

Unb ifjn an 9 torben§ ®nbe. 4250 

Ovcfjcftcr, Siitti (fortissimo), gfiegenfcfiuauj’ imb SKucfcttunj’ 
SJZit ifjrcn 2InDertuanbten, 
grofd; int Snub imb ©rift’ im ®ra§, 
fiub bie SKufifanten I 

Solo. ©ef)t, ba fomrnt ber SubelfacE 1 4255 

®§ ift bie ©eifenbfnfe. 
iport ben @d;nedcfcf)nidefd;nnrf 
®urdE) feine ffuntpfe fftafe 1 

©cift, ter firfj erft iiiitct. ©piiutenfufj unb Srutenband; 

Unb giiigeldjeit bcm SSBidjtd;en I 4=60 

3mar ein £f;ierd|en giebt e§ uid;t, 

®od; giebt ti ein ®ebicf)td;cn. 

©in g)ortf)cu. Kleiner ©djritt unb Ijofjer ©prung 
Surd; §onigtf)au unb Stifte ; 

Qttmr bu trippefft ntir geitung, 4= c 5 

®od£) ge^t’S nidjt in bie Siifte. 
nt eiiflierifler Dtci feu ber. 3 ft ba§ uid)t SJtaSferabenfpOtt ? 
©oil id; ben Slugen trnueit ? 

Oberoit, ben fdfbneit @ott, 

2iud; l;eute flier ju fdjnuen I 4270 

Drtijoboi’. Seine Sfauen, feiiten ©djluanj ! 

Sod; bfeibt eb nufjer Stoeifef, 

©0 mie bie ®otter ®ried)enlanb£, 

©0 ift aud; er ein SCeufet. 

9»orbi((t)cr it: a it ftter. SSaS id; ergreife, baS ift fjeut 


4275 
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us both ! If two are to love each other, you need only 
separate them. 

Titania. If the husband sulks, and the wife is capricious, 
do but seize them nimbly ; convey me her to the South, 
and him to the extremity of tho North. 

The whole Orchestra (fortissimo). Snout of fly and nose 
of gnat, with their kindred, frog in the leaves and cricket 
in the grass, — they are the musicians. 

Solo. See, there comes the bagpipe ! It is the soap-bubble. 
Hear the Schnecke-schnicke-schnack through its snub- 
nose ! 

Spirit that is just growing into shape. Foot of spider, 
and paunch of toad, and winglets for the little wight ! 
True, it will not make an animalcule, but it will make a 
little poem. 

A Little Couple. Little step and high spring, through 
honey-dew and exhalations ; truly you trip it enough 
for me, yet you don’t get into tho air. 

Inquisitive Traveller. Is not that masquerading 
mockery 1 Am 1 to trust my eyes 1 To see tho 
beauteous god Oberon here to-day too ! 

Orthodox. No claws, no tail ! Yet it remains beyond 
doubt that, even as the gods of Greece, so he too is a 
dovil. 

Northern Artist. What I take in hand to-day is truly 
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4276-4304 


gitrlualjr nur ftijjentueife ; 

®od; id; bevette utid; bei Seit 
3itr 3taltatt’jd;en dteife. 
q3«vift. 2 td; I nteitt Uttgliid fitljrt tttid; Ijer : 

SEBic tuirb rtidjt t;ier getnbert 1 4280 

Uitb Doit bent gaujeit $e£cul;cer 
©ittb jloete nur gefmbert. 

3u«oc j&csc. ®er ipuber ift, fo lute ber 9 iod, 
giir att’ ttnb graue 3 Bei 6 d;eit ; 

®rmtt fij;’ id; ttndi attf nteinent Sod, 4283 

Unb geig’ eiit berbeS Seibdjeit. 
fflintvouc. 28 ir (jabot 311 biet Sebcusart, 

Urn tjier ntit end; 311 ntauten ; 

®od; I;off id;, fottt il;r jung unb jart, 

©0 lute if;r fel;b, uerfauten. 4290 

KnUcitmciftcr. gttegenfdjitaus’ unb ajiiictenitaf, 

Uinjdjtuarmt ntir nid;t bic Siadte ! 
grofd; iut Saub uttb ©rid’ int @ra§, 

@0 bleibt bod) and) int ®acte I 

SOiiibf nijitc (ttnd) ber ciiten ©eite). ©c[ed[d;aft, luie matt tuun* 
fdjen fann 1 4295 

2 BaI;rI;nftig, tauter Semite I 
Unb Suttggefeden, SJtamt fiir Staitit, 

®ie I;offiiuttg0bodften Sente 1 

HOinbf nt)nc (nad; ber unbent ©eite). Uttb tfjnt fid; uid;t ber 
Soben attf, 

©ie Side 311 oerfdjtingeit, 4300 

©0 luid id; ntit betjenbem Sattf 
©teid; in bie $flde fprittgen. 

Scuicii. Slid Qitfecteit fittb tuir ba, 

SMt Jteinen fdjarfett ©d;erett, 
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only sketch-wise, hut I am preparing betimes for the 
Italian journey. 

Purist. Ah ! my ill-fortune brings mo hither : what dis- 
sipation is there not hero ! And of the whole host of 
witches, only two are powdered. 


Young Witch. Powder, as well as the petticoat, is for old 
and grey little women; therefore, I sit naked on my 
lie-goat, and show a strapping little body. 

Matron. We have too much good-breeding to sulk with 
you here; but I hope, young and delicate as you are, 
you will rot. 

Band-Conductors. Snout of fly and nose of gnat, swarm 
mo not about the naked one ! Frog in the leaves and 
cricket in the grass, pray, keep you also in time ! 

Weathercock {pointing in one direction ). Company as 
good as one could desire 1 Truly, nothing but female 
aspirants for matrimony! And bachelors, man for man, 
tho hopefullcst peoplo ! 

Weathercock {pointing in the other direction). And if tho 
ground does not open to swallow them all up, with a 
quick run I will jump immediately into hell. 

Xenien. We are here as insects, with little sharp nippers, 
X 
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4305-4334 


©atan, unfern $errn ipapa, 4305 

9 tad; SSi'irben gu ttcreljren. 

$cnning 3 . ©eljt, toie fie in gebriingter ©djaar 
9 Mo gufatnmen fcfiergen ! 

Sim ©nbe fageit fie nodj gar, 

©ie flatten gute (pergen. 4310 

swufaoct. 3 d) mag in biefcnt ■g'cj.'enfiecr 
SJtid) gar 311 gent ttcrlicrcu ; 

®entt freilid) biefc tuiifjt’ id) e()’r, 

9 U 3 SOtufcn angufiiljren. 

Ci-devant ©cuius ter 3cit. 2 Jtit redjteit Senten tuirb man 
toa§. 4315 

Sonttn, faffe meiitett 3 ipfet I 
®er 93 tods> 6 erg, loic ber beutfdje ifSarnafj, 

§at gar eineit Breiteit ©iftfel. 

9iciioici'iflct stcifciibct. ©agt, toic fjeifjt ber ftcife SJhnit ? 
(Sr get)t mit ftotjen ©djritten ; 43=° 

@r fdjnobert, loaS er fdjnobertt fann. 

„ (Sr fpiirt uad) Qefititen." 

Sicnnirf) 3n bent Jtdaren ntag idj gent 
Unb and) irn Srilbett fifdjen; 

®arum fetjt if)r ben frontmen Jperrn 4525 

©id) and) mit ®eufetit ittifdjctt. 
asscttiiub. 3a, fiir bie Srontnten, gtaubet tittr, 

3 ft a((c§ eitt SSefjitet ; 

©ie biibett auf bent SBtodbberg fjier 
©ar mandjeS Sonucntitef. 4330 

siHuset. ®a fommt ja loot)! eitt neueb Gfjor? 

3 d) I)iire ferae ®rommetn. 

Star ltngeftbrt ! © fittb iitt Stotjr 
®ie unifonen ®ommeln. 
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to honour Satan, our worshipful papa, according to his 
dignity. 

Hennings. See how, in crowded troop, they jest naively 
together ! In the end, they will e’en say, they had good 
hearts. 

Musaget I am all too willing to lose myself in this host 
of witches ; for, truly, I should know bettor how to 
manage these than Muses. 

Ci-Devant Genius of the Age. With proper people, one 
is appreciated. Come, take hold of my skirt ! The 
Blocksberg, like the Gorman Pai'nassus, has a very 
broad top. 

Inquisitive Traveller. Say, what is the name of tho 
stiff man 1 Ho walks with proud steps. Ho snuffles at 
everything he can snuffle at. ‘He is scenting out 
Jesuits.’ 

CRANE. I like to fish in tho clear, and also in the turbid ; 
therefore you see tho pious gentleman consorting oven 
with devils. 

Worldling. Ay, for tho pious, bolievo mo, everything is 
an instrument ; thoy form full many a conventicle horo 
upon tho Blocksberg. 

Dancer. Here is suroly a new choir coming 1 I hear 
distant drums. But don’t be disturbed ! It is the 
unisonous bittorns in tho reeds. 
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4335-4365 


$ n it j nt c t ft c v. SBie 3 eber bod) bie Seine fnfift, 4335 

©id), loie er fomt, f)erau§5ieljt ! 

®er Strummc ffiringt, ber ^fSIuntpc finfift, 

Hub fragt nid)t, loie e§ an§ficl)t. 

Sibctct. ®a§ Ifafjt fid) fditoer, ba§ Suntfietipad, 

Utib gab’ fid) gent baS 9tcftd)cn ; 4340 

Gs§ eiitt fie Ijier ber ®itbeffad, 

SBie DrfifjeuS’ Seicr bie Seftjeu. 

Sofliuntiicc. 3d) taffe mid) itid)t irrc fdjrei’n, 

3 lid)t burd) Sfritif nod) 3'ueifel. 

®er ®cufel ntnfj bod) ettoa§ feljit ; 4345 

SBie gab’s bemt fouft nud) ®enfcf ? 

nil ft. ®ie $f)antafic in nteincnt ©inn 
3ft bieSntaf gar 311 fierrifd) : 
giirloafjr loenn icf) ba§ aHe§ bin, 

©0 bin id) fjeute ncirrifdj. 435° 

oicnttft. ®a§ SBefeit ift ntir recfjt jnr Qitaf 
Unb m it 6 midj bag oerbriefjen ; 

3d) ftelje I)ier 311111 erftenmal 
SUdjt feft anf nteincn giifjcn. 

Snfjcriintiirnllft. SJlit Diet Sergniigcn bin id) ba 4355 

Unb frene mid) mit biefeit ; 

®eitn Ooit ben ®enfelit fault id) ja 
9(nf gnte ©eifter fdjliejjcn. 

Sfcvttfee. ©ie gel)ii bcit Sfcimmdjeit anf ber ©pur, 

Unb gfaub’it fid) naf) bent ©djajje. 4360 

Sluf ®enfel reimt ber ffiueifei nur; 

®a bin id) red)t am S}3faf;e. 

(if it ft c Win c t ft c v. grofd) im Saab 1111b ©ri(T im ©ra3, 
Scrffndftc ®ifcttanten I 

gfiegenfdjnaus’ 1111b SOliidemtaf’ 4365 
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Dancing-Master. How each, to bo suro, lifts his logs ! — 
gets on as best he can ! The crooked jumps, the heavy- 
hops, and asks not how it looks. 

Fiddler. The pack of ragamuffins ! they hate one another 
thoroughly, and would fain givo one another the finish- 
ing blow ! The bagpipe unites them here, as Orpheus’ 
lyre the beasts. 

DOGMATIST. I shall not let myself be put out, either by 
criticism or doubt. The devil, though, must be some- 
thing ; for how elso should there be devils 1 

Idealist. Phantasy, this time, is much too masterful in 
my mind : verily, if I be all that, I must be crazy 
to-day ! 


Realist. Entity is a regular plague to mo, and must 
needs vex me much. I stand here, for the first time, not 
firm upon my feot. 

Supernaturalist. I am here with much pleasure, and 
am delighted with these ; for, from devils, I can surely 
draw conclusions as to good spirits. 

Sceptic. They follow tho track of the little flames, and 
believe themselves near the treasure. Doubt alone 
rhymes to devil ; therefore I am in the right place. 

Band-Master. Frog in the leaves, and cricket in the grass, 
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4366-4395 


3f)r fctjb bod) SJlnfifanten I 
Sic ©clurtitbicit. ©anSfouci, fo Ijeifjt bag §ccr 
Son lufttgen @efd)iifjfett ; 

9 tuf ben giifien get)t’§ nid)t ntetjr, 

®runt gel)it luir auf belt Sbopfeit. 4370 

$ic itutici)iiif liitjcn. ©onft ffabeit loir ntattdjen Siffeit er» 
fdjranjt, 

■Jluit abet ©ott befot)tcn ! 

Uitfcrc @d)ul)e fiitb burdjgetanjt, 

2Bir laufeit auf imcftett ©ofjleit. 

3ttiirfjtcr. Sou bent ©itntfifc foiiintcit loir, 4375 

2Borau§ luir crft cutftanbeit ; 

®od) fiitb luir gteid) iut 9 icil)cit I)icr 
Sic g(an3eitbeit ©ataitteit. 

$tctu(rt)iuivfc. Slug bcr fpiilje fd;ofi id) Ijer, 

3m ©tern- ititb gcuerfd)ciite, 4380 

Siege nun iut ©rafc giter : 

2 Bcr I)itft ntir auf bie Seine ? 

Sic ffltnffiucn. ipinf} nub Stufi ! uitb ringSfjeruin I 
©0 gctjii bie ©ragd)en itiebcr ; 

©eifter lommeit, ©eifter aud), 4385 

@ie fiabeit filuntfie ©tieber. 

'n«n. Srctct nid)t fo limftig auf, 

SSic ©tcfiljantcnfalber ! 

Uitb ber pfumfift’ ait bicfcut Sag 
©et) ipud, ber ®erbe, felber I 439° 

ateict. ©ab bie liebeube Statur, 

©ab bcr ©eift end) giiigel, 
golget meiiter leidjten ©fntr, 
atuf gum Siofeidjugct ! 

©cfljeftec (pianissimo). 'IBoffeitJUg imb Sliebetfiov 4395 
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accursed dilettanti ! Snout of fly and nose of gnat, you 
are fine musicians ! 

Tiie Adroit Ones. Sans souci — that is the name of the 
host of merry creatures ; there is no longer any walking 
upon feet, therefore we walk upon our heads. 

The Awkward Ones. In times past, we have sponged 
many a morsel, hut now adieu ! Our shoes aro danced 
through ; we run on bare soles. 

Will-O'-The-Wisps. Wo come from the swamp out of 
which we first sprang ; yet here we aro at once, glitter- 
ing gallants, in the dance. 

Shooting Star. From on high shot I hither in star-and- 
fire-gleam ; I am now lying awry in the grass : who will 
help mo up on my legs 1 

Tiie Massive Ones. Room, and room, and round-about ! 
So down go the grass-blades. Spirits are coming, but 
spirits as they are, they have clumsy limbs. 

PUCK. Troad not so heavily, like elephant-calves ! And 
the clumsiest on this day bo Puck, the stout, himsolf. 

Ariel. If loving nature gave, if the spirit gave you 
wings, follow my light track up to the hill of roses ! 


ORCHESTRA (pianissimo). Train of clouds and gauze of 



328 


ftauft 


GcrljcHen fidj bon oBen. 

Suft im SauB unb SCSinb im SRoIjr, 
Uitb SOteS ift gerftoBcit. 


Stiiber $«g. 
ffetb. 

Swift. SRcf>T)ift0f)t)cIc3. 

Snuff. 

$nt (Slenb I SBerjlueifetub ! ©rficirntlidj auf bcr (Srbc 
laitge berirrt unb nun gefangen I 2tl§ Sttiffetljateriu im 
Scrfer ju eutfejjlidjen Drntleu eingejficrrt, ba§ tjolbe, uit= 
felige ©efd)iSf)f I S3i§ batjin ! batjin ! — SBerrdtljerifcfjcr, 
uid)t§!oiirbigcr ©eift, unb bn§ ljaft bn mir bcrf)cimtid)t I — 
io ©tctj nur ! ftc!) ! SBcitjc bie teuftifdjcn Slugcit ingrim* 
mcitb iut Stopf Return I ©tel) nub trutje mir burdj betite 
uitcvtraglid^e ©cgeitlunrt ! ©efaitgeu ! Qnt uutuieberbriug= 
lidjcit Etcitb ! SBofeit ©ciftern iiBergcBcu nub ber ric£)teit= 
ben gefiif)Hofcn SJtenfdjtjeit ! Hub mid) luicgft bn iubcfj 
in nBgcfdjmndten Scrftreuungcu, berBirgft mir iijrcit 
is tundjfenbeu Snmmer nub tciffeft fie t)utfto§ bcrberBcit ! 

ajlcftbifti>f>I)clc«. 

©ie ift bie erfte iticfft. 

3 mi ft. 

20 §uub ! nBfdjeutidjcS Untifier ! — SBnubtc ifjn, bn un» 
enbticEjer ©eift I tonubfe ben SEBurm tuiebcr in feinc ,'punb«< 
geftatt, tuie cr fid) oft niidjtlidjer SSJeife gefiel, bor mir 
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mist brighten from on high. Air in the leaves and 
wind in the reed, and all is scattered. 


Gloomy Day. A Plain. 

Faust. Mephistophei.es. 

Faust. In misery ! Despairing ! Having long wandered 
pitiably on the earth, and now imprisoned ! Shut up as 
a malefactor in a dungeon, a prey to terrible tortures, — • 
the gracious, hapless creature ! Unto that it has come ! 
to that ! — Treacherous, worthless spirit, and this thou 
hast concealed from me ! Stand, then — stand ! Roll 
round the devilish eyes fiercely in thy head ! Stand, and 
bravo mo with thy unbearable presence ! Imprisoned ! 
In irretrievable misery ! Delivered over to evil spirits, 
and to condemning, unfeeling man ! And me meanwhile 
thou lullest with absurd dissipations, concealest from mo 
her growing wretchedness, and leavest her to perish 
helplessly ! 


MEPHISTOPHELES. She is not tho first. 


Faust. Dog ! abominable monster ! — turn him, thou In- 
finite Spirit ! turn the reptile again into his dog’s shape, 
in which he was often pleased by night to trot before 
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Ijergutrotten, bcm (jnrmlofcn SBanberer Dor bic giifje 3 it 
foUcrn xtitb fid) bcm nieberftiirgcnben nuf bie ©djiittcrn 
25 511 fiiingcn ! SBaitbf Ujtt toieber tit feitte SieblingSbilbung, 

bafj er bor mir int ©aitb attf bent Sand) friedje, id) 
il)n mit giifjcu trctc, belt SBertoorfnen ! — ®ie crfte ltirfjt ! 
— Qamntcr I jammer ! bott feiner SUteitfdieufcetc 311 fnffctt, 
bafi nteljr alS ©in ®efd)iif>f tit bie ®iefe biefeS ©tenbeS 
30 berfattC, bafj nidjt ba§ erftc gcititgtljnt fiir bie ©djulb 

atler iibrigeit, iit jeiiter luittbcitbcit ®obeSitotf) bor belt 
2(ttgeit bcS clnig SSergcifjettbcit ! 9Jtir loiiijft eg SOtart nub 
Scbeit burd), bag ©tenb biefer eatgigeit ; bu grinfeft ge< 
laffett iiber ba§ Oc^idEfal Bon SEaufettbeit Ijiit! 

35 S)tc£Ijtfti>UI)clcS. 

SRun fiitb loir fdjon luiebcr att ber ©I'iittjc tinferS 
SS3if)c8, ba Ido cud) 3Kett[djen ber ©inn iiBerfdjitap^t. SBoruut 
rnadjft bit ©enteiitfdjaft mit ttnS, menu bu fie nid)t bttrd)= 
fiiljreit faunft ? SQSiUft fliegcit imb bift Dorm ©djluinbet 
4° nidjt fidjer? ®rangcn loir tm8 bir auf, ober bit bid) 

uit8? 

Situ ft. 

gtetfdje beine gcfriifsigeit mir tiidfjt fo eittgegeit! 

SJiir c!ctt’8 ! • — ©rofjcr, I)errtid)cr ©eift, bcv bu mir 311 
45 erfdjeinett totirbigteft, ber bu tticiit $cvj fcitueft uitb uteiue 
©eele, luaruut ait bett @d)aitbgcfeHcit mid) fd)miebcu, 
ber fidj ant ©djabeit loeibet uitb an SBerberben fid) lefjt ? 

©itbigft bu ? 

5° B» u ft. 

Sflette fiel ober luet) bir I ®ett grafjtidjfteu gittd) iiber 
bid) auf Sa^rtaufeitbe I 
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me, to roll before the feet of the harmless wanderer, and 
hang upon his shoulders when ho fell. Turn him again 
into his favourite form, that he may crouch before me 
on his belly in the sand, that I may tread him under foot, 
the reprobate ! — Not the first ! — Woe ! Woe ! not to be 
conceived by any human soul, that moro than ono crea- 
turo should sink into the depth of this misery, — that the 
first did not atone, before the eyes of the Ever- pardoning, 
in its writhing death-agony, for the guilt of all the rest ! 
It harrows up my marrow and my life, — the misery of 
this single ono : thou art grinning away calmly at tho 
fate of thousands ! 

Mephistopheles. Now we are already at our wits’ ends 
again, — there, where the mind of you men snaps over. 
Why enterest thou into fellowship with us, if thou canst 
not carry it through 1 Wilt fly, and art not secure 
against dizziness t Did we force ourselves on thee, or 
thou thyself on us 1 

Faust. Show not thus thy ravonous tooth at me ! It fills 
mo with loathing ! Great, glorious Spirit, thou who 
didst deign to appear to mo, thou who knowest my heart 
and my soul, why fetter mo to this base companion, who 
feeds on mischief, and revels in destruction 1 

Mephistopheles. Hast done 1 

Faust. Save her, or woe to thee ! The fearfullest curse 
on thee for thousands of years ! 
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3)lcf>biftofit)cJc3. 

3d; faiut bie fflaitbc be§ fRadjcrg nidjt ttifett, fcinc 

ss Ulieget itid;t Bffnen. — Ulette fie I — SBcr luar’B, ber fie 
itt§ SBerberben ftiirjtc ? 3d; obcr bu ? 

(Srtiif t iuitb um^cr.) 

©reifft bu uadi bent Soniter? SDSotjt, bnfj cr cud; 
cleitben ©terbtidjen itid;t gegebett tuarb I ®ett uiifcfjulbig 
60 Gnttgegncnbeit jit 3 crfd;ntettern, ba§ ift fo ®t)raitnenari, 
fic§ in S8erlegeul;eiteit Suft git ntnd;ett. 

3 nu ft. 

SBtittge ntid; I;itt I ©ic foil frei fetjit ! 

65 Uttb bie ©efaljr, ber bu bid^ auBfe^eft? SBiffe, nod) 
tiegt auf ber ©tabt S 8 (ittfd;u(b ttott beittcr tpaitb. Ucber bc§ 
©rfdjlagenen ©tiitte ftfjlucbeu riid;eitbc ©eifier uttb taueni 
auf ben tuieberFeI;renben SUtorbcr. 

3 n it ft. 

70 9lod; ba§ ttott bir? SDIorb ttnb Sob citter SMt iiber 
bid; llngcfjctter ! gitf;re mid; f|in, fag' id;, ttttb befrei' 
fie! 

an c v i> i ft u v ij c i c 

3d; fi'tljre bid;, uttb )ua§ id; ttjun fatitt, Ijitrel .fjabc 
75 id; attc 3Jintf;t im $immet uttb auf ©rbett ? ®c§ ®f;iirmcrb 
©inne mitt id) tmtnebetn; bemiidjtige bic§ ber ©djluffct 
ttttb fitt;re fie I;crattB init 9JicufdjcttI)attb I 3d) madje; 
bie gauberftferbe fittb bereit, id; eittfittfre end;. ®a§ 
bermag id;. 


80 9luf ttnb babott 1 


3 n« ft. 
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Mephistopheles. I cannot loosen the avenger’s bonds, 
cannot undo his bolts. — Save her ! — Who was it that 
plunged her into ruin 1 I, or thou 1 

(Faust looks wildly round.) 

Wilt thou grasp after the thunder 1 Well that it was 
not given to you miserable mortals ! To dash to pieces 
one who replies innocently, that is the tyrant’s way of 
relieving oneself in embarrassments. 

Faust. Take mo thither ! Sho shall be free ! 

Mephistopheles. And the danger to which thou wilt ex- 
poso thyself 1 Know, the guilt of blood, from thy hand, 
still lies upon the town. Avenging spirits hover over 
tho placo of tho slain, and lie in wait for the returning 
murderer. 

Faust. That, too, from thee! Murder and death of a 
world upon theo, monster ! Conduct me thither, I say, 
and free her 

Mephistopheles. I will conduct thee ; and what I can 
do, hear ! Have I all power in heaven and on earth 1 
I will cloud tho warder’s sonsos ; do thou possess thyself 
of the keys, and lead her forth with human hand ! I 
will watch. The magic-horses are ready; I will bear 
theo off. That is in my power. 


Faust. Up and away ! 
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4399-4417 


9!a^t. 

Djfcn Sett. 

3mtft, il’!et)t)ii"totJt)ctcvt, nuf fitytatjcn SPfetben tn^ertcaufent. 

So u ft. SBa8 tucBeu bte bort utn ben 9 iaBenftein ? 
attcfiiiiftotiOctcS. 2Scif3 ttidji, tun§ fie Jodjen ttttb fdjaffcn. 4400 
gnu ft. ©djtueBeit auf, fdjltteBen ob, tteigett fid}, Beugen fic§. 
s>icf>i)iftof>ijcic3. Sine ^ejenjunft. 

3 n« ft. ©ie ftrcitcn tittb tuetfjeit. 

9)tcoi)iftot)t)ctc3. SBorBeil SSorBei! 


Setter. 

3 it u ft (mlt einem SBitnb @d)liiffel mtb eincr Cnmfte, sot einem 
eifetiten Xijurdjett). 

SKttf) fa fit ein tangft enttuofjntcr ©Waiter, 4403 

®er ajieufcfjljeit gmtjer SSantntet fafjt mid) an. 
jfjier moljnt fie, Winter biefer feudjteit SKattet, 

Unb ifjr SBerBredjen tune citt guter SKMjtt ! 

®u jaubevft, 3U iljr p gcljett 1 

®u fiirdfjteft, fie mieberpfefjcn I 4410 

Sort I ®ein 3 ngctt sbgcot ben ®ob fjeratt. 

(Gt erijreift ba« G3 flngt imvenbig.) 

2Hcitte SDhitter, bte §ur', 

®ie mid) umgebradft Ijnt ! 

SDteiu Siatcv, ber ©djetm, 

®cr mid) geffett Ijat I 
2Kein ©djtoefteriein Hein 
§u6 auf bie SBein' 


4415 
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Night. Open Country. 

Faust, Mephistopheles, rushing along on black horses. 

Faust. What are they doing yonder round the Raven- 
stone 1 

Mephistopheles. Don’t know what they are cooking and 
making. . 

Faust. They ’re waving up, waving down, bending, stoop- 
ing. 

Mephistopheles. A witches’ guild. 

Faust. They strew and consecrate. 

Mephistopheles. On ! on ! 


Dungeon. 

Faust (with a bunch of keys and a lamp, before a small iron 
door). A long unwonted shudder seizes mo ; the whole 
wretchedness of mankind fastens on me. Here she 
dwells, behind these damp walls, and her crime was a 
good illusion ! Thou delayost to go to hor ! Thou 
fearest to see her again ! On ! Thy shrinking draws 
death near. 

(He takes hold of the lock. Singing within . ) 

‘ My mother, the whore, who has killed me ! My father, 
the rogue, who has oaten mo ! My little sistor laid the 
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4418-44.H 


9 In eiitent fiitjten Drt ; 

®a toarb eiit fffjbned SOBalbbogelein ; 
gttege fort, flicgc fort 1 4420 

15 «u ft (nufffffliefjenb). ©ie alfnet nidjt, baft ber ©cliebte taufcfjt, 
®ie Steffen llirren £) 5 rt, bad ©troff, bad raufdjt. (@r tritt eiit.) 
sotnrort vetc (ftff) iiuf bciu Sager oerbergeitb). 

SGSel) I SBef) 1 ©ie fommett. Sittrer ®ob 1 
Sauft ((cife). ©tiff! ©tiff ! $ffj {onttite, bid) ju befreicn. 
JOlntaatctc (ftrt) Oor ff)tt t)imud(jeilb). 

Sift bu citt SDieiifd), fo fiifjtc uteiite iff off) ! 4425 

ffauft. ®u toirft bie SBciffjter aud bent @d)Iafc fdjrcien ! 

(Oft* fa fit tie .fatten, fte aufjufd;tie{ien.) 

soinvanictc (auf bcit Jtnicen). 2Ber Ijat bir pettier biefc 9 Kadjt 
Uebcr miff) gcgcbcit ! 

®u I)oIft miff) fff)ott urn SDlitternadjt. 

(Srbarnte biff) uttb tag miff) lebett ! 4430 

3ft’d morgen friff) itiff)t jeitig gcmntg ? 

(Ste ftel)t auf.) 

Sin iff) bod) noff) fo fung, fo jung ! 

Unb foil fffjoit fterben ! 

@tf)oit mar iff) auff), unb bad mar mein Scrberben. 

9 iaij lunr ber fjreunb, nun ift er toeit ; 4435 

3 erriffen liegt ber SJrnitg, bie Siumen jerftreut. 
gaffe miff) niff)t fo geluattfam an ! 

©eftone miff) ! 2Bad ftab’ idj bir geff)an ? 

Saft miff) niff)t Oergebend fteften ! 

§ab’ iff) biff) bodj mein' ®age niffjt gefefjen ! 4440 

3 » tt ft. SSJerb’ iff) ben Qammer iiberftetjeit ! 
sotmgavete. 3ff) bin nun gang tit beitter Siarfjt. 

Safi miff) ttur erft bad Mitb ttocfj trciitfeit ! 

Qtf) fterjt’ ed biefe ganje 9 iaff|t ; 
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bones in a cool place. Thero I became a beautiful little 
woodbird : fly away, fly away ! ’ 

Faust (unlocking). She divines not that her lover listens, 
hears the chains clank, the straw that rustles. (He 
enters.) 

Margaret (hiding herself on the pallet). Woe ! Woe ! 
they come. Bitter death ! 

Faust (softly). Hush ! Hush ! I come to free thee. 

Margaret (rolling herself before him). If you are a man, 
feel for my distress ! 

Faust. Thou wilt cry the guard out of his sleop ! 

(iffe seises the chains to unlock them. ) 

Margaret (on her knees). AVho has given you, executioner, 
this power over me 1 You come already for me at mid- 
night. Be merciful, and let me live ! Is not to-morrow 
morning soon enough 1 (She stands up.) 

And I am still so young, so young ! and am to die already 1 
I was fair, too, and that was my undoing ! My friend 
was near — ho is far now. Torn lies the wreath, scattered 
the flowers. Seize me not so roughly ! Spare me 1 
What have I done to you 1 Lot mo not implore in vain ! 
Why, I have not seen you before in my life 1 

Faust. Shall I outlive this misery 1 

MARGARET. I am now wholly in your power ; only let me 
first suckle the child 1 I pressed it to my heart this 
Y 
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3<>uft 

Sic natjmcu mir’S, unt mid) ju fraitfcit, 44 4S 

Hub fageit mut, id) Ijntt’ c§ umgebracfit. 

Unb mentals tuerb’ id) toieber frot). 

Sic fingcit SJicber nuf ntid) I (S§ ift bii§ bon ben Sentcu ! 

(Sin altcS SDtafjrdjen cubigt fo ; 

Ser fjcifst fic’S bcutcu ? 4450 

3- mi ft (mirft fid) tticbcr). (Sin Siebeuber tiegt bir 3 it fjiifjeit, 

Sic 3 ammer!ned)t|d)nft aufjufdjtiefieu. 
ssinrortfctc (tuirft ftd) 311 il)m). 

0 taf) uuS fnien, bie .ffeif gen anjurnfen ! 

Siet) ! unter biefctt Stufen, 

Unter bcr Sdjmcdc 4455 

Siebct bic f>ode ! 

Scr aSiife, 

SJlit furcfjtbarem ©rimnte, 

9 ttad)t eitt ©etofe ! 

3nuft (taut). ©retd)cn I @retd)en! 4460 

ssittimncetc (anfmerffant). Sa» mar beg grcunbeS Stinune! 

(@ie fprimjt auf ; bic Jlcttcn fallen at>. ) 

So ift er? gd) Ijab' i()tt rufen I)iiren. 
gdj bin frei ! 9 Jiir fod Sdiemaub luetjreit. 

Stn feinett .£>a(S mid id) ftiegeit, 

Stn feinem SQtifcit liegen ! 44 6 5 

(Srrief: ©retdjeit! (Sr ftaitb auf ber Sd)ioedc ! 
dJlittcu burdj’S Jffeuteu unb SHaftfieu bcr fpode, 

Surd) ben grimmigen, teuftifdjeu .fpotm, 

(Srfamtt' id) ben fiifjen, ben liebenben Son. 

3nuft. 3 d) bin’s! 4470 

sotaranrete. Su bift’Sl 0 fag’ eS nod) einntatl 

( 3 $n faffciit.) 

(Sr ift’S ! (Sr ift’S I Sotjht ift ade 0 uat ? 
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whole night. They took it from me to vex me, and 
now say, I had killed it. And never again shall I ho 
happy. They sing songs about me — it is wicked of the 
people ! An old tale ends so — who bids them apply it 1 

Faust (flings himself down). A lover lies at thy feet, to 
unloose the thraldom of thy woe. 

Margaret (flings herself beside him). Oh lot us kneel, to 
call upon the saints ! See under these steps, under the 
threshold, hell is seething ! The Evil One, with fearful 
fury, is making a din ! 

Faust (aloud). Gretchen ! Gretchen ! 

Margaret (attentively). That was my friend’s voice ! 

(She springs up ; the chains fall off.) 

Where is he % I heard him call. I am free ! Nobody 
shall hinder me. I will fly to his neck, lie on his 
bosom ! He called ‘ Gretchen ! ' He stood on the 
threshold. Through the midst of tho howling and 
gnashing of hell, through the grim, devilish scoffing, 
I knew tho sweet, the loving tone again ! 

Faust. ’Tis I ! 

Margaret. ’Tis thou! Oh say it once more ! (Clasping 
him.) 'Tis ho 1 'Tis he ! Whither is all torment 1 
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2 Bot)in Me 2 lngft beg ft'erferg ? ber Settcu ? 

®u Sift’S I ffominjl mid) ju retten ! 

3 d) Bin gercttet ! — 

©dfjoit ift bte ©trafje loieber ba, 4475 

2tuf ber id; bid) gum erftenmate fat), 

Uttb ber Ijeitere ©arten, 

3 Bo id) uttb 30 iartl)e beittcr toarten. 
jfonft (fortfiveBenb). Somtit ntit! Stout tit ittit ! 

»t n v 0 n * c f c. D lueile ! 

SBcit’ id) bod) fo gent, loo bn toeilcft. 4480 

(CieMofcnb.) 

3 a it ft. Site I 
2 Benn bn nic§t eiteft, 

SBerbett luir’S teener Biifjen miiffeit. 
soinvflnvctc. 2 Bie? ®u famtft itid)t meljr tiiffeu ? 

SOiein grcmtb, fo Eurj oon ntir entfernt, 4485 

Uttb Ijaft’S Stiffen berternt ? 

SBarnm luirb tnir an beinern fjatfe fo Bang ? 

SBenti fottfi Oon beinett Shorten, bciitett SSIidcit 
©in ganjcr $immel mid) iiBerbrang, 

Uttb bn mid) fiifjteft, atS loolltcft bn mid) erftideit. 4490 
Sfiiffc ntid) I 
©onft fiiff’ id) bid) ! 

(Sic umfafit if;n.) 

•D toe!) ! beine Sifofocn finb fait, 

©ittb ftumm. 

2Bo ift bein SieBett 4495 

©cBtieben ? 

SSJer 6 rad)te midj brum ? 

(Sic roenbet fief; von i$m.) 

(jmtft. Somtn ! gotgemirl SieBcfjett, faffe SOiudj 1 
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Whither the anguish of the dungeon, — of the chains 1 
’Tis thou ! Thou com’st to save me — I am saved ! — 
There, already, is again the street in which I saw thee 
for the first time, and the cheerful garden where I and 
Martha wait for thee. 


Faust ( striving to leave). Como with me ! Como with me ! 


Margaret. Oh stay ! since I am so fain to stay where 
thou stayest ! ( Fondling him.) 


FAUST. Haste ! If thou dost not haste, wo shall have to 
pay for it dearly. 


Margaret. What ! thou canst kiss no more 1 My friend, 
removed from mo so short a time, and hast unlearned 
to kiss 1 Why do I feel so anxious on thy nock 1 when, 
in othor times, a whole heaven came over mo from thy 
words, thy looks; and thou didst kiss mo as though 
thou wouldst smother me !— Kiss mo ! else I will kiss 
thee ! (She embraces him.) Oh woo ! thy lips are cold, 
are dumb ! AVliere is left thy love 1 Who has robbed 
me of it 1 (She turns from him.) 


Faust. Come ! Follow me ! Darling, take courage ! I 
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3d) (jerjc bid; mit taufeitbfadjer ©Inti) ; 

Slur folge mir ! 3d) bitte bid) nur biefj ! 4500 

»!nrnn*ctc (jit iljm gcioeitbct). 

Hub bift bu’S beuit ? Unb bift bit's attdj getuifj ? 

3 mi ft. bin’s! Sfonimmit! 

5»nvnntctc. ®tt mnd)ft bie gcffcltt (o§, 

Stimmft mieber mid) iit bcineu @d)Oofj. 

S33ie fomrnt e§, bnfj bn bid) nor mir nid)t fdjeuft ? - — 

Itnb ioeifst bu bcitit, mein fjreuttb, men bn befreift ? 4503 

3 an ft. Soiitnt ! tomtit ! ©djott toeidjt bie ticfe 9tad)t. 
sotnvflnrctc. SUcinc SDtutter I)nb’ id) umgcbradjt, 

93tein ffittb (jab 1 id) ertrcinft. 

SSJar e§ nid)t bir unb mir gefdjentt ? 

®ir mtd) — ®u bift'S ! id) gtaub' e§ taunt. 45'° 

©ieb beittc .fjattb ! @3 ift fciit ®raunt ! 

®eine tiebc §aiib ! — 9(d), aber fie ift feud)t ! 

9SBi[d)e fie ab ! 9Bie mid) bciudjt, 

3ft 93(ut bran. 

9(d) ©ott ! 23a3 tjaft bu get()nn ! 4515 

©tcde ben ®egcn eitt, 

3 d) bitte bid) brum ! 

3 nu ft. Safi baS SSergaiigue Oergangen fct)u ! 

®u briitgft mid) um ! 

mtniflniftc. Stein, bu mujjt itbrig blcibett ! 4520 

3d) tuid bir bie ©rcibcr befdjreiben, 
gtir bie mujjt bit forgett 
©teict) tttcrgen ; 

®er SJtutter bett beftett fptajj geben, 

SOleittett 93ruber fog(eid) bantebett, 

2)tid) eitt tucitig bei ©eit’, 

Slur nicf)t gar 311 meit I 


45=5 
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will press thee to my heart, with thousandfold warmth — 
only follow mo ! I beg of thee but this ! 

Margaret (turning to him). And is it thou, then t And 
is it thou in very deed 9 

Faust. Tis I ! Come along ! 

Margaret. Thou loosonost my fottors, takost mo again to 
thy bosom ! How comes it that thou art not fearful of 
me 9 — And know’st thou, then, my friend, whom thou 
art freeing 9 

Faust. Como ! Come ! The dopth of night is already 
passing away. 

Margaret. I havo killed my mother, I have drowned 
my child. Was it not bestowed on mo and thee 9 On 
thee too — ’Tis thou ! I scarce believe it. Give me thy 
hand ! It is no dream ! Thy dear hand ! — Ah, but it 
is damp ! Wipe it off ! Meseems that blood is on it. 
Ah God ! what hast thou done 9 Put up thy sword, 
I bog of thee ! 

FAUST. Let tho past be past ! Thou wilt kill me ! 

Margaret. No, thou must stay behind ! I will describe 
tho gravos to tlioo ; thou must seo to thorn the first 
thing to-morrow — must give my mother the best place — ■ 
my brother close by ; me a little on one side, only not 
too far off ! And the little one on my right breast ! 
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45 2 8-4557 


Unb bag SHeitte mit ait bic rccfjtc Srnft. 

•Jtientaitb loirb fortft Bet nth: liegett I — 

SJtidfj an beinc ©cite gu fdfjmiegen, 453° 

Sag mar citt fiige§, cin Ijolbeg ©tiid I 
Slber cS mitt ittir nidjt tneffr getingen ; 

5 Dtir ift’g, ate miifjt’ id; fttid^ gu bir gmingett; 

Site ftiefjeft bu mid; Don bir gttriid; 

Unb boclj Bift bu’g, unb Bticfft fo gut, fo frontnt. 4535 
Jr mi ft. 3riif)lft bu, baf; id; c§ bin, fo fomm I 
SDtnronvcte. Sal;ittaitg? 

3 nu ft. 3it§ greic. 

2itn»natetc. 3ft bag ©mb braufj’, 

2 auert ber Sob, fo tomtit ! 

SSott f;icr ing etoige 9 tuf|ebett, 4540 

Uttb mciter feittett ©dfjritt — 

Sit gel;ft nun fort ! Q .fpeittridj, fount' id; mit I 
3 mt ft. Sitfnmtftl ©0 tootle itur I Sic Sl;iir ftcl;t offett. 
tBtnmjntctc. 3 d) barf nid;t fort ; fiir mid; ift itid;tg git I;offen. 
S 33 ag l;ilft eg flief;en ? fie lauertt bod; mir attf. 454s 

©g ift fo elettb, bettelit gu miiffcu, 

Unb nod; bagu ntit bofettt ©ctuiffett I 
©g ift fo etenb, in ber Srentbe fd;toeifeit, 

Unb fie merben tttid; bod; ergreifen I 
3 mi ft. 3 d; bleibe bei bir, 4550 

sotnenneete. @efd;mittb I ©efd;mittb ! 

Stettc beitt ornteg S'ittb l 
Sort I Smmer bett SBcg 
Sltn Sad; l;ittauf, 

Ueber ben ©teg, 

3 n bett SBatb l)iiteitt, 

2 ittfg, too bie Plante ftel;t, 


4535 
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No one else will lie by me ! — To nestle to thy side, that 
was a sweet, a dear delight ! But I shall attain it no 
more ! I feel as if I must force myself on thee, as if 
thou wert thrusting me hack from thee; and yet 'tis 
thou, and thou loolc’st so kind, so gentle ! 

Faust. If thou feel’st that ’tis I, then come ! 

Margaret. Out there 1 

Faust. Into the free air ! 

Margaret. If the grave is without, if death lies in wait, — 
then come ! From here into the eternal resting-place, 
and not a step further ! — Thou art now going away 1 
Oh Henry, could I hut go with thee ! 

Faust. Thou canst ! Only will it 1 The door stands 
open. 

Margaret. I dare not go out; for me there is nothing 
to hope. What avails it to fly 1 They will still lie in 
wait for me. It is so wrotched to have to hog, and 
with an evil conscience too 1 It is so wretched to 
wander in a foreign land ; and they will catch me 
after all ! 

Faust. I shall remain with thee. 

Margaret. Quick ! Quick ! Save thy poor child ! Away ! 
Keep the path up by the brook, over the bridge, into the 
wood, to the left, where the plank is- — in the pond. Only 
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Sm ®eid). 

Sag eg itur gteid^ ! 

©g lutd fief) fjeben, 456° 

©g jappelt nocf) ! 

3 ictte ! rette ! 

Snuft. SBcfinttc bid) bocf) ! 

9 htr ©iitcn ©cfjritt, fo bift bit frei ! 
ajinvfjntctc. SBcireit loir itur ben S 3 crg Uovtiei ! 456s 

®a fifjt nteitte flutter attf eiitcnt ©teilt, 

©g fafft mid) fait Beim ©d)of)fe ! 

®a fifjt nteine SCRutter auf eiitent ©teiit, 

Uttb Wadfelt mit bent ffiopfe ; 

@ie tuiitft iticl)t, fie nieft iticf)t, ber Sfopf ift ifjr fd)tuer ; 457° 
©ic fefilief fo lange, fie luacfjt uid)t mel)r. 

Sic fdjlief, bamit loir uitg freuteit. 

©g Itmreit gliicfticfje Qeiteit ! 

S nu ft. §itft flier feiti glcfjcit, fjilft fein ©ageit, 

©0 lung’ id)’g, bid) Ijiitloegjutragen. 4575 

anneoatctc. Sag tttidj ! SReitt, id) leibe feinc ©elualt ! 
gaffe mief) itid)t fo ittSrberifd) ait ! 

©onft I)ab’ id) bir ja oHeg ju Sieb’ getl)an. 

S- nn ft. ®cr ®ag grant ! Sicbdjeit ! Siebd)eit ! 
toincgni’ctc. ®ag ! c® luirb 3 fag ! ®cr tefjtc ®ag bringt 
tjereiit ; 4580 

ajicin Jfjoefjjeittag follt’ eg fct)ii ! 

©ag’ aiiemaitb, bafj bit fcfjoit bci ©retd)cit luarft. 

2 BcIj ittetnent S'raitje ! 

@g ift ebeit gefd)cf)it ! 

2 Bir itierbeit uitg toieberfef)ii ; 

2 tbcr nid)t beim Saitje. 

®ie SDleitge breiugt fic^, matt fjiirt fie tiid)t. 


4585 
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seize it at once ! It wants to rise, it is struggling still ! 
Save it ! Save it ! 

Faust. Do collect thyself ! Only one step, and thou art 
free ! 

Margaret. Were wo but past the hill ! There sits my 
mother on a stone — something grasps me coldly by the 
hair ! — there sits my mother on a stone, and shakos her 
head ; she beckons not, she nods not, her head is heavy ; 
she slept so long, she will wake no more. She slept, 
that we might enjoy ourselves. Those were happy 
times ! 

Faust. Since here no prayer avails, — no speaking avails, — 
I shall risk bearing thee forth. 

Margaret. Let me go ! No, I will suffer no violence ! 
Grasp mo not so murderously ! In the past, thou 
know’st I have done everything to please thee. 


Faust. The day is dawning ! My love ! My love ! 

Margaret. Day ! Yes, it is growing day ! the last day 
is breaking in ! My wedding-day it was to bo ! Tell 
no one that thou hadst been with Gretchen already. 
Woe to my wreath ! It is all over now ! We shall 
meet again, but not at the dance. Tho crowd presses ; 
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®er 5|$tafs, bie ©affen 
fiknett fie nid^t fnffeit. 

®ie ©lode ruft, bag ©tiiMjen brirfjt. 

2Bie fie tnidj binbett imb ftaden ! 

3unt SBIutftuljl bin id) fd)on entriidt. 

©tf)ott judt uad) jebent Bladen 
®ie ©djcirfe, bie uad) nteinem giidt. 

©tiintiit tiegt bie SBelt loie bag ©mb ! 
ffauft. 0 toiir' id) nie geborcn ! 
anc()f)ifto))T)cic8 (crfd)eint braupeii). 2Inf ! ober itjr fcl)b 
Oerloren. 

UttniUjeg 3«geit, 3®ubern unb fptaubern I 
SDMtte ifSfcrbe fdjaubern, 

®er SOtorgcit bamntert auf. 4600 

ioinvanrctc. 2Bag ftcigt aug bcm 23oben fierattf ? 

®er ! ber ! ©d)id’ it)it fort ! 

25kg loin ber nit bent tjeiligeit Drt ? 

©r mitt mid) ! 

n ft. ®tt foKft tebeit ! 4604 

attniflavctc. ®crid)t ©otteg ! ®ir Ijnb’ idj niirij iibcrgebctt ! 
3ttct>t)lfti>t>f]cte3 (jn 8'iiuft). ffontiit ! fontitt ! Sd) inffc bid) 
mit it)r int ©tid). 

soinvnarctc. ®eiit bitt id), 2kter I 9tettc ntid) ! 

3'i)r ©ttgel, itjr ijeitigcit ©d)aarett, 

Sagcrt cud) timber, ntid) 511 beloaljrett ! 

§cinritf) I 2Jtir grant’s Oor bir. 461° 

s»tcf)t)tftof)t)ctc8. ©ie ift geridjtet ! 
stiuuuf (oon obett). 3fft gercttct ! 

anetitjtftofibeies (ju mi ft). .'per jit tttir I 

(iBerftytmnfcet mit Sfauft.) 

stimmc (ooit iitneit, bertyaflenb). $einvi($ I ®einrid) I 
(Snbe. 
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it is not heard. The square, the streets, cannot hold 
them. The bell tolls, the staff breaks. How they bind 
and soize mo ! I am already taken away to the blood- 
seat. Already quivers for every neck the edge which 
quivers for mine. Dumb lies the world as the grave ! 

Faust, oil, had I no’er been born ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES ( appears without). Up ! or you are lost. 
Useless hesitation, loitering, and babbling ! My horses 
shudder, the morning dawns. 

Margaret. What rises up from the floor 1 He ! Ho ! 
Send him away ! AVhat wants ho at this holy place 1 
He wants me ! 

Faust. Thou shalt live ! 

Margaret. Judgment of God ! I have given myself up 
to thee ! 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). Como ! Come ! I will leave 
you in the lurch with her. 

Margaret. Thine am I, Father ! Save me ! Ye angels 
ye holy hosts, range yourselves round about to guard 
me ! Henry, I shudder at thee ! 

Mephistopheles. She is judged ! 

Voice (from above). Is saved ! 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). Hither to mo ! 

( Vanishes with Faust.) 

Voice ( from within , dying away). Henry ! Henry !■ 


THE END. 



NOTES 


Page 2 . 

i. The Dedication was not written earlier than 1797, when 
Goethe was forty-eight years old ; twenty-four years after the com- 
position of the first scenes of the work, and seven years after the 
publication of the Fragment of the First Part of Faust. 

8. Umnuttert. Sanders, in his Wtirterbuch defines the verb in 
connexion with this passage,— to surround or float round, like an 
atmosphere in motion. Among the senses of ttHttttn, he gives, — 
tf# fpuren taffen; fifty matyrnetymbar jetgen; fifty regen; citing line 
3919. For another instance of umUHttem, seo 1. 496. 

ii. $a(b»erf(ungnen : lit. ‘ half-died away ’, like music. 

13. SBiebertyolt; lit. ‘repeats’. 

15, 16. Goethe had lost his sister Cornelia, and his friends Merck, 
Lenz, G otter, and Basedow ; while Klopstock, Lavater, and the 
two Stolbergs were estranged. Jacobi, Klinger, and Kestrier were 
separated from him by the circumstances of tlieir lives. — Bayard 
Taylor. 

21. Steb. This reading, says Strehlke, introduced by Riemer, 
and retained in many editions, may be regarded as finally rejected 
in favour of Sett), ‘ sorrow.’ But Selss, Turner and Morshead, and 
Pradez adhere to Sieb, which certainly seems more congruous with 
ttyr 33cifctU iu the next line. Buchheim and Sabatier adopt Seib. 

Page 8. 

66. (frpfieflcn liere=burcty spflege betyiiten unb forbmt.— Strehlke. 
The word seems peculiar to Goethe. 

68. 33orgefaUt. ‘Whispered’. — H. Lit. ‘ stammered out ’. ‘Quo 
bugayent les lfcvres en tremblant’. — Sabatier. 

71. 3f*ty*e. ‘Ages’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. The 
meaning is : — Often, not till after years of successive improvements, 
does a poem arrive at perfect form. — Pradez. 
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Page io. 

89. Sajjt getlUg gcf($c(cn : lit. ‘ let enough happen 


Page 12. 

122. ( 5 ltd). Ethical dative. ‘The dative of the personal pro- 
noun of the first and second persons is sometimes used to denote in 
a familiar manner an interest or participation of feeling on the part 
of the person speaking or spoken to ’. — Aue’s German Grammar. 
So in Latin : ‘The datives mihi, nobis , etc., are used with a sense 
of special limitation to a particular person to express the aspect 
under which the act presents itself to his mind ; as quid mihi Celsus 
agit? “What do I find Celsus doing?” June vobis illorum per 
biduum militia fuit, “this you see, was their military service for 
two days Such a dative is called Dativus Ethicus. ’ — Donaldson’s 
Latin Grammar. So in old colloquial English : ‘ He steps me to 
her trencher and steals her capon’s leg — Two Gentlemen of Verona. 
Launce may here be supposed to glance at his own feelings on 
witnessing the theft. Often it is untranslatable, being merely a 
token of familiarity. 

141. 3 u*ucfe fcjlingt. ‘Draws’. — H. Turner and Morshead, as 
in text. 

144. Untyarmon’fff;e. ‘Confused’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in 

text. 

Page 14. 

148, 149. Turner and Morshead render the lines, — * Who sum- 
mons the individual unity to the general consecration, in which it 
beats in sublime harmony ?’ and add : — ‘ It is easier to feel the mean- 
ing of this passage than to translate it. The poet is claiming for 
himself the special function at once of bringing harmony out of the 
seeming discords of Nature, and of infusing life into her apparently 
monotonous sequence, tie fliepenb tmmcr flfctri;e 9 ?ei()e of created 
beings, which is irrepressibly and eternally self-renewing ’. 

150, 151. 

* Who links our passions with the tempest’s glooms, 

Our solemn thoughts with twilight’s roseate red ? ’ 

Martin. 
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Page 1 6. 

180. ‘As yet’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

181. ©C&ttJUtig: lit. ‘swing’. 

183. (Sin Sffierbenber : lit. ‘one who is becoming ’. See notes to 
11. 346, 789. 

Page 18. 

218. ©tintmung: lit. ‘mood’. 

224. 5Wtr. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

Page 20. 

255 . gluflcn. ‘Waves’. — H. Strehlke gives as an equivalent, 
©trontungcn. At any rate, the sea foaming against a rock does not 
take the form of waves. 

Page 24. 

317. See line 1759 for the complement to this thought. 

Page 26. 

346. SBcrbcnbe: lit. ‘the Becoming’: i.e. that which is 
either becoming something out of nothing (as by divine fiat), or 
becoming something out of something else— taking new form (as in 
the eternal flux of Heraclitus). Cf. 11. 183, 789. Hayward reports 
an interesting paraphrase of this passage by Carlyle, which con- 
cludes thus : — ‘ But ye, the genuine sons of Heaven, joy ye in the 
living fulness of the beautiful’ (not of the logical, practical, con- 
tradictory, wherein man toils imprisoned) ; ‘ let Being (or Ex- 

istence) which is everywhere a glorious birth into higher Being, as 
it for ever works and lives, encircle you with the soft ties of Love ; 
and whatsoever wavers in the doubtful empire of appearance ’ (as 
all earthly things do), ‘ that do ye by enduring thought make firm’. 
Thus would SBerbenbe, the thing that is a being, mean 

no less than the universe (the visible universe) itself ; and I 
paraphrase it by ‘ Existence which is everywhere a birth into higher 
Existence’ (or in some such way), and make a comfortable sense 
enough out of that quatrain. 

Page 28. 

350. SDer 3Ute. Hayward’s rendering has been adopted in the 
text, but Bayard Taylor and others translate the phrase simply 
Z 
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as ‘ the Old One Whichever epithet may be preferred, there is 
no disguising the fact that Mephistopheles often blasphemes, or 
that both he and his familiars dabble at times in obscenity, not to 
say filth. Of course all this makes the book unfit reading for girls. 
But for mature minds it is enough to know that, apart from the 
splendour of the poem, there is in Faust a manifold teaching 
which men cannot afford to lose, and which these devilries do not 
touch. 

Page 30. 

361. ©I^on an hie je^cn ‘ Nearly ten years — H. ‘These 

ten years long ’. — Bayard Taylor. 

370. JJafiit. ‘For this very reason’.— H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 32. 

385. $Sm . . . framen= frame. This use of tljun, though it still 
continues among the uneducated classes, is obsolescent, and re- 
sembles the old use of ‘ do ’, or ‘ did ’, before English verbs. Cf. 11. 
2781, 3578. 

397. Lit. ‘ Bathe myself sound in thy dew ’. 

399. 21?aitetl0(f;. The first sense given by Sanders is ‘ liole-in the 
wall’; the second, which he illustrates by this line, is a ‘dark, 
narrow prison, or room ’. 

Page 34. 

415. 5Da ©oft bie 5D?enft(ien ftjiuf (dneiii. ‘ For which God made 
man ’. — H. Turner and Morshead, as in text. 

420. 9?0flrat>amUfS, the French astrologer, lived 1503 - 1500. 
Faust, according to tradition, was carried off by the devil about 
1525. 

424, 425. Lit. ‘ Then the soul’s strength will rise up to thee, as 
one spirit speaks to another spirit ’. Selss, as in text. 

Page 36. 

437. SDiit flefceimnffibotlem sttieb. ‘ By a mystical intuition ’.— H. 
Turner and Morshead, as in text. 

443-446 are not found in Nostradamus. 

Page 38. 

473. ‘A cold shuddering flickers down’. — H. ‘There falls a 
horror from the vaulted roof’. — Bayard Taylor. 

‘ II vient un souffle de terreur d’en haut ’. — Sabatier. 
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Page 40. 

496. Son metnem £dU(fy limroittcrt. ‘ At the bare perception of 
my breath’. — H. ‘Under the mere fanning of my breath’. — 
Turner and Morshead. See note to 1. 8. 

498. SBeggefriimmter. From wegfrummcn, * to remove by bend- 
ing’; here used in a reflective sense = ber SBlirm fyat jiffy loegge- 
frummt.— Strehlke. 

503. SBcfyc was substituted by Goethe in the fourth edition for 
Sabatier’s text has here been altered accordingly. 

509. Had Goethe seen the following passage which he has so 
vastly transcended? — ‘And the most ancient word of the living 
God is clothed with the world as witli a garment, for it has put on 
earth, and water, and air, and fire, and the things which proceed 
from the four elements ’. — Philo , De Profug. xx. (tr. Yonge). Cf. 
Psalm cii. 26. 

Page 42. 

518. ftamutuS: a combination of student and servant. 

539. 23raut: lit. ‘brew’. 

540, 541. * And fan your asli-heaps into flame’. — Swanwick. 

Page 44. 

544. Lit. ‘You will never bring heart to hearts ’. 

548. The use of the third person singular for ‘ you ’ is expressive 
of superiority, or impatience, on the part of the speaker. Cf. 11. 
2304, 2361, 2634, 3039, 3265, 3297. 

555. ‘Ye crisp the shreds of humanity’. — IL ©ffynijjcl here= 
shreds of paper twisted up to embellish tapers, or dressed meats. — 
DUntzer. Strehlke agrees with Diintzer in regarding it as probable 
that ben 3ftenf(fyen is in the dative case. 

Page 46. 

581. (Sucfy. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

583. fxtuph unb ©taatdaction ; the name given to certain heroic 
and historical puppet-plays, from which all matters of living interest 
were excluded. Gottsched’s criticism drove these tasteless and 
stilted productions from North Germany. 

589. Lit. * Who dares call the child by the right name ? ’ Pro- 
verb. 
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Page 48. 

607. ©ciflerfulle mi$ Ultlflab. ‘All around me teemed with 
spirits’. — H. As Sabatier points out, the plural ©etfler, necessary 
in order to combine it with giitte, need not therefore carry a plural 
sense ; and here it is the Earth Spirit alone who has encountered 
Faust. Bayard Taylor translates : 

‘ the flow, 

Around me here, of spirit-presence fullest 

613. ‘ That I should feel like a dwarf*. — H. 

So giant-like the vision seemed, so vast, 

I felt myself shrink dwarfed as I surveyed ’. — Swamvick. 

621. 2l^nunfl£t>oU is often used with different shades of meaning, 
which must be gathered from the context. Cf. 11. 773, 1180, 3494, 
3793. Sometimes, as in the Second Part of Fauxt (Act 4), the 
word is applied to an inanimate object, with the sense of ‘ ominous ’ 
or ‘ sinister ’ : — 

2)er £ortaont $at jtety serbunfelt, 

9 tur &te unb ba bebeutenb funfelt 
(Sin rotter a^nung^ootter ©cf;cin. 

Page 50. 

645. ©e&etme. ‘Vague*. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

650, 651. ‘ We dread the blows we never feel, 

And what we never lose is yet by us lamented ’. 

Bayard Taylor. 


Page 52. 

666 . Setcbten. ‘Bright*. — H. This epithet (not listen) is used, 
as Bayard Taylor remarks, antithetically to fctylver, ‘heavy*. 

669. 33ugel. ‘Bows’. — H. SchrOer (cited by Strehlke) defines 
the word as a ‘ stirrup-shaped handle ’. 

678. 9totte. ‘The pulley with which he raised or lowered his 
lamp’. — Turner and Morshead. So also Diintzer, Sabatier and 
Selss. But against this interpretation are Strehlke, Sohroer, 
Hayward, and Pradez, who remarks that it is more natural to 
descant on the antiquity of a parchment than on that of a pulley. 

682, 685. The language here is condensed, but may perhaps be 
prosaically expanded as follows : — What thou hast inherited from 
thy sires, earn it by use, in order truly to possess it. As Bayard 
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Taylor translates, — ‘ Earn it anew, to really possess it ’. What one 
does not use is a heavy burden. It is not the permanent ownership 
of thy goods, but only the occasions for using them, brought by the 
passing moment, which can be so turned to account as to make thee 
truly possess them. On the other hand, Turner and Morsliead take 
line 685 to mean : — There must be active effort of some sort to en- 
able us to use anything profitably. 

689. Umroe&t : lit. ‘ breathes around ’. 

Page 58. 

760. Uchcnbc. ‘Chastening’. — H. Turner and Morsliead, as in 
text. 

77 3- See note to 1. 621. 

Page 60. 

787. Sebenb ©rtyctOene : lit. ‘ livingly sublime One ’ ; (ebenb being 
used as an adverb, and Gfrtyabeiie as a substantive. 

789, 790 arc thus expanded by Bayard Taylor : — ‘ The bliss of 
being born into the higher life to which He has ascended is scarcely 
less than the joy of the Divine creative activity ’. As to the word 
SBcrbelufl, cf. 11. 183, 346. 


Page 62. 

804. SjJrebtgenb is here used adverbially, like ttydtlfl and Oruber- 
Ucf> , which precede it. 

Page 64. 

832. Sftir, Ethical dative. See note to line 122. 

Page 66. 

856. Seiem. ‘Sing’. — H. The German word, which may mean 
either playing on a hurdy-gurdy, or singing in a monotonous, drawl- 
ing tone, is given the former sense, in connexion with this passage, 
by Strehlke, and by Ileyne in Grimm’s Wtirlerbuch. But even if 
the other meaning is preferred, the right equivalent can hardly be 
‘ sing ’. Some humbler word — say ‘ drone ’ — should be chosen, un- 
less the poor Beggar is to bo deprived of the credit duo to his 
modesty. 
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Page 68. 

884. S3urgen. ‘Towns’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as iii text. 

S92. SBer&en is here used in its double sense of ‘enlisting’ and 
‘ wooing ’. — Turner and Morshead. 

912. 33 tlbung. ‘Production’. — H. Sabatier points out that the 
word here means the process of taking form : — 

‘ Tout se transforme, germe, s’agite ’; 
or, as Bayard Taylor puts it : — 

‘ Everywhere form in development moveth ’. 


Page 70. 

936. Slnhtinlcn. ‘Glance’. — H. Sanders explains the word, in 
connexion with this passage, as blinfcnb anflrctfylen. 


Page 74. 

989. lit. ‘encloses’. 


Page 78. 

1034. £)unf(er. Three different senses have been assigned to this 
epithet : — ‘ mystical ’, by Diintzer, and by Turner and Morshead ; 
‘sombre’, by Swanwick, and by Bayard Taylor ; ‘obscure’ — i.e. in 
position — by Hayward, Sabatier and others. The last rendering 
seems best to suit the context. 

1039. 3)te fdjtoarje the popular name for an alchemist’s 

laboratory. ‘ Adepts ’ (from adxpiaci) — those who have attained — 
is the name they gave themselves, to denote either that they had 
arrived at truth, or, at any rate, were initiated in the science which 
led to it. — Sabatier. 

1041. SBtDrtgc: lit. ‘the antagonistic’. The rendering in 
the text is the ordinary one ; but Selss translates the phrase — ‘ the 
unpalatable medicine’. As to the rest of the passage Bayard 
Taylor observes that, in the jargon of alchemy, the Red Lion 
was cinnabar, — called a bold wooer, on account of the rapid action 
of mercury in amalgamating with other metals. The Lily was a 
preparation of antimony ( lilium Paracehi). The alembic contain- 
ing these substances was placed in a tepid bath, and gradually 
heated, then was ‘ tormented with open flame ’ till their wedded 
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fumes were driven from one * bridal chamber ’ to another ; that is, 
from the alembic into a glass retort. If ‘ the young Queen 5 — i.e. 
the sublimated compound — then appeared with a brilliant colour 
(ruby or royal purple being most esteemed) ‘ this was the medicine 

Page 80. 

io 66. 33rau#te : lit. ‘would use*; imperfect subjunctive. 

1072. 3lucft. ‘Bends’. — H. 

1089. Snbeffen. ‘But’.— H. 


Page 82. 

1098. ftlcicfyen. ‘Marsh’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1 1 16. ©ufl. ‘Mist’. — H. Duntzer, as in text. 

1117. £o&cr 21 (men. Beings related to man, of whose spirit he 
partakes ; not departed souls. — Diintzer. 

Page 84. 

1124, 1125. Lit. ‘ With me it should not be saleable’, etc. 

Page 88. 

1180. 2l&nun0dboUem. See note to 1. 621. 

Page 90. 

1221. (Sfaintal. ‘For once’. — H. Lebahn, as in text; referring 
to a similar use of the word in 1. 3179. 

1224. Bayard Taylor points out that, in Widmann’s Veritable 
History of Dr. Faust , Mephistopheles specifies the writings of St. 
John among those portions of the Bible which Faust is to avoid. 
His attempt, therefore, to translate the first verse of the Fourth 
Gospel agitates the poodle, and serves to hasten his transforma- 
tion. 

Page 92. 

1258. Clavicula Scdomonis : a book of magical formulas, written 
originally in Hebrew, and ascribed to Solomon ; of which a German 
edition appeared in 1686. — Sabatier. 
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Page 94. 

1273-76. The spirits of the four elements : fire, water, air, earth. 
— Diintzer. 


Page 96. 

1290. Diintzer opines that the substitution here of the Incubus, 
or house-spirit, for the Cobold, the spirit of the inner earth, is for 
the sake of the rhyme. 


Page 98. 

1334. Beelzebub, Abaddon, Satan. 


Page 102. 

1395. ©rubenfufh ‘ ©rub, perhaps from the same root as Druid, 
is the old German for wizard. A pentagram is formed by pro- 
ducing each side of a regular pentagon till they intersect. Its 
special efficiency lay in the fact that it consists of three triangles, 
and is so a triple symbol of the Trinity’. — Turner and Morshead. 
Sabatier adds that it passed in the old German mythology for the 
imprint of the swan-footed ‘ Nornes and of the good ‘ Droudes ’. 
After the introduction of Christianity, these were regarded as evil 
spirits ; and the pentagram, with the cross, became the sign traced 
on the door, or threshold, of a house, to preserve the inmates from 
their visits. 

1398. 23 annt. ‘Repels’. — H. Sanders defines the word in con- 
nexion with this passage, — to bind by spell or irresistible force, 
to deprive of free motion, to fetter, to hold fast. Cf. 11 . 1310 , 1522 . 


Page 106. 

1444. ‘Feelings’. — H. ‘ The nerves of touch ’. — Bayard 

Taylor. 

1459-61. ©ctyiVflnfenbe 53 cu{jung, the swaying of the angels down- 
wards ; fe&nenbe -jfteigung, their longing for the earth. — Diintzer. 
In this lullaby, everything is left purposely dreamy ; the sense 
being subordinate to the sound. — Turner and Morshead. 
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Page 1 12. 

1521. Commit . . . tyerborgejjupft. tfommen, used with a verb 
of movement, requires the latter to be in the past participle, though 
the sense is that of the present participle. See note to first stage 
direction, page 182. 

1522. 33anntc. ‘Repelled’. — H. ‘M’arrete’. — Sabatier. ‘Holds 
me bound*. — Swanwiok. Cf. 11. 1310, 1398. 

Page 1 14. 

1563. SleitQfttid). ‘In anguish’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1565. . . . fcfyrecfen. ‘Harrow me up’.— H. ‘Fray me’. 

— Bayard Taylor. 

Page 1 16. 

1586. Slnffang carries with it here something of the sense of the 
verb from which it is derived, anfltllfjen, ‘to begin to sound*; as 
when an instrument is first touched. 

Page 118. 

1607 — 1626. Pradez remarks that the Spirits here are not indulg- 
ing in irony — which would only have exasperated Faust — but are 
playing the part of friendly monitors, unt) lifpetll eilflttfcty U>cnit ftc 
liigen (line 1141). 

1610. 2J?ad;tifler. ‘Violent’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 
Cf. 1. 1617. 

Page 120. 

1652. Um ©Ottfd Witten : lit. ‘for the sake of God*. 

Page 122. 

1671. ©inne. * Mood’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1679. £)&ne 9tafl. ‘Volatile’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1687. ‘ Still you may, if you will, show me this fruit of yours 
which rots beforo one has time to pluck it, and your trees which 
fade so fast that they need fresh leaves every day*. — Turner and 
Morshead. Loeper, in his second edition of the drama (1879), 
places a note of interrogation after each clause of the passage, from 
1. 1678 to 1. 1685. 
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Page 124. 

1698. Sop ! From the French ‘ tope ! ’ Cf. 1 . 3634 . ©(tying auf 
©ctytag : lit. ‘blow on blow ’ ;=£atibfctylag gegen §anbfctylag; as 
when, in token of mutual fidelity to a compact between two per- 
sons, each strikes his hand in that of the other. 

1700. fflevltmte bocty! ‘Stay!’ — H. But what becomes of the 

bocty? 

1710. SQSte be^arte: lit. ‘ as I continue 

1712. ©octorfctynuuui. ‘Among the suppressed portions of the 
tragedy, one scene referred to a Doctor’s dinner, at which Mephi- 
stopheles acted as waiter to Faust.’ — Selss. 

Page 126. 

1752. Ullblttd;brungcn : lit. ‘unpenetrated’. 

Page 128. 

1759. See note to 1 . 317 . 

1764. SOTir. Ethical dative. See note to 1 . 122 . 

Page 130. 

1802. The Microcosm was the term applied by Paracelsus and 
other mystical writers to the world of Man, as distinguished from 
the Universe, or Macrocosm. — Turner and Morshead. 

1811. £>M&eigerafft : lit. ‘ snatched together ’. 

Page 134. 

1862. SDlir. Ethical dative. See note to 1 . 122 . 

Page 136. 

1903. Mephistopheles bids the Student not to allow himself to be 
‘diverted’ — i.e. from study. The latter understands this as a 
warning against amusement ; jcrflreiieil having the same double 
meaning of ‘distracting’ and ‘amusing’ as its English equivalent. 

Page 138. 

19 1 1. Collegium Logician : a course of logic. 

1913. ©tycuiifttye ©tiefeln: instruments of torture which com- 
pressed the calf of the leg. Something of the. same sort is called 
the ‘ Scotch boot ’ in Old Mortality, oh. xxvii. 

1917. 3 rrli(tytetiren : a verb coined by Goethe from 3 ttlictyt. 
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Page 140. 

1940. Encheiresin Naturae. Talcing the secondary sense of the 
Greek word — ‘a mode of treatment’ — the phrase might mean the 
treatment of natural objects by man. But it is clear both from 
the context and from a letter to Wackenroder, in 1832 , quoted by 
Bayard Taylor, that Goethe here adverts to the operations of 
Nature considered as agent. ‘ We willingly allow to Nature he 
writes, ‘her secret Encheiresin, whereby she creates and sustains 
life 

1962. ©d)rctben$ : lit. ‘ writing ’. 

Page 142. 

1968. ■D'Zir. Ethical dative. See note to 1 . 122 . 

1 974- 79. ‘ This denunciation of Law seems to resolve itself into 
an anathema upon the “dead hand”, or intrusion of the wishes 
and provisions of our predecessors into social and political affairs. 
“ Woe on thee that thou art a grandchild ! ” is a compendious state- 
ment of the case’. — Turner and Morshead. 

Page 144. 

2004. Sin frdftifl SBortcfyen : lit. ‘a strong little word’. 

Page 146. 

2028. Unterm £>Ut: lit. ‘ under the hat 

2029. Xitel : lit. ‘ title ’. 

2030. Lit. ‘ That your art surpasses many arts *. 

2035. ©cbtanfe fnifte. The collocation of fctylanfe with £iifte 
seems to have troubled the translators. Bayard Taylor boldly 
substitutes the epithet ‘swelling’; Hayward, ‘tapering’; whilst 
Swanwick cuts the knot by rendering £)ufte, ‘waist’. But may not 
Goethe have merely meant to suggest that the hip was made artifi- 
cially slim by the tight lacing referred to in the next line ? 

Page 148. 

2053. Faust is shown the ‘ little world ’ in the First Part of the 
drama, and the ‘great world’ in the Second Part. — Pradez. 

2054. ©urctyfcbmarufeen. ‘Revel’. — H. ‘ Lipper ’. —Sabatier. 
* ©d;maru(jen is to sponge, to live like a parasite. Faust will 
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sponge upon Mephistopheles for his enjoyment; i.e. he will be pro- 
vided for it without any effort of his own — Turner and Morshead. 

2067. ©cfyritt. ‘Trip’. — H. ‘Pas’. — Sabatier. 

Page 152. 

2098. ‘ a Pope’, is a student’s slang term for the chairman 

of a drinking party. 

Page 154. 

2132 Setbe. ‘Body’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 156. 

2147. auf bent lenten 2 od) : lit. ‘ pipes on the last hole ’. A 

proverbial allusion to the holes in a wind instrument. — Grimm’s 

IVtirterbuch . 

Page 158. 

2174. 33 ei etttem botfen ©fafe. ‘ In the drinking of a bumper’. 
— H. ‘ I ’ll set them first to drinking ’. — Bayard Taylor. 

2175, 2176. To ‘draw the worms out of a man’s nose’ is proverbial 
for drawing out of him his secrets : = ‘ tirer les vers du nez 
quelqu’un ’. — Strehlke. 

2184. Loeper, in his second edition, places a note of interrogation 
after so as to make the sense here, — ‘ What ! does the fellow 
limp? ’ 

2190. Hans Arsch von Rippach was a nickname given by Leipzig 
students to a raw bumpkin ; Rippach being the last post town 
between Weiszenfels and Leipzig. — Diintzer. ‘Hans’ is used in 
Germany much as ‘ Jack ’ is used among ourselves in such words as 
‘Jack Pudding’, ‘ Jack-an-apes ’, etc. See 11 . 2628 , 2727 . 

Page 1 66. 

2286. Understand giebt after 

2293. $amitbalifcb HJObf ; an emphatic phrase, apparently coined 
by Goethe, which has passed into popular use. The epithet is used 
by Schiller and Lessing. 

2294. The phrase faillbObf fdn, to express the highest degree of 
physical enjoyment, has been used by Hegel himself Esthetic , iii. 
560 ). — Loeper. The vulgar French saying ‘contents comme cochons’ 
corresponds to it exactly.— Sabatier. We have our English equi- 
valent in ‘ pleased as pigs ’. 
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Page 168. 

2304-6. (5r. See note to 1. 548. 

2312. SSogelfret. The word is derived from the legal formula 
which declares an outlaw’s body and flesh to bo given up to the 
beasts of the field and the fowls of the air. — Strchlke. 

Page 172. 

2336. @ind : colloquial for So, in the Second Part of 

the drama, Faust asks of the Sphinxes:— ‘ £>at Ctnd t>er curcn 
£>efena gefe&en? Strehlke. 

Stage-direction. -Jfteerfater (male), and 2D?eerfa$C (female) : the 
long- tailed monkey called Ccrcopithecus. — Lucas. 

Page 174. 

2358. Pliilippians ii. 6. 

2369. Turner and Morshead remark that to build bridges in 
difficult places was a familiar task for evil spirits, and cite from 
the Second Part, Act 4 : — 

SDJetn SBanbrcr binft an feiner ©fau&endfriitfe 
3unt Seufctflein, &ur Senfetdlmicfe. 

Footbridges over precipices are regarded as haunted, and as the 
work of the devil. — Selss. 

Page 176. 

2384. ©dfluarmen is here used in its double sense of ‘ wandering ’ 
and ‘rioting’. — lb. ‘What time takes she for dissipating?’ — 
Bayard Taylor. 

2387. Sfbgefcfjmacft. ‘ Disgusting ’. — H. ‘ Je n’ai jamais rien vu, 
moi, d’aussi plat’. — Sabatier. Cf. 11. 2534, 3372, and (in £ruf>er 
scene) 1. 15. 

Page 180. 

2439. ‘Innermost essence’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as 

in text. 

2442. Genesis i. 31. 

Page 182. 

2464. ‘They are contented if they can only make their lines 
rhyme : rhyme, they think, will ensure sense (@)ebanfeil) *. — Turner 
and Morshead. 
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1 st Stage-direction, $ommt . . . ^cruntcrgefa^ren. The past par- 
ticiple used with fontmett has the effect of a gerund. See 1. 1521 
and note. 

Page 184. 

2490. <pferbefufl : lit. ‘ horse-foot ’. * The English conception of 

the devil gives him a split claw, the German, one solid horse’s foot, 
while the other is like a man’s. That is the reason why Siebel 
exclaims in scene 5 : 2Bci3 tytnft her $ert auf Ctneitt ftllfj? ’ — Selss. 

2503. ©inn : lit. ‘ sense ’. 

2507. ftabclbucb gefrf)rtebcn : lit. ‘ written in the book of 
fables ’. 

2510. £>err 33ctron. ‘Lord Baron’.— H. The word £)crr before 
a title is not translated in English ; though in French it has an 
equivalent; e.g. ‘ Monsieur le Baron’. 

lb. ©0 ifl bte ©acf;e gut : lit. (as Bayard Taylor translates it) 
* Then is the matter good 

Page 186. 

2529. 3d) gbnn’ tbrn. ‘I grudge him not’.— H. Besides this 
negative sense, the verb often, as here, signifies * to grant 
willingly’. It is a standing jest among the Germans that we 
have no word that conveys singly the more cordial meaning. Cf. 
1. 2769. 

Page 188. 

2534. 2tbgefcbntacftefle. ‘ Most disgusting — H. ‘ Ces jongleries 
absurdes & l’excfcs ’. — Sabatier. Cf. 11. 2387, 3372. 

2552. ginmateind : a name given to the multiplication table. 

Page 190. 

2574. 3erbrerf)en : lit. ‘ break to pieces ’. 

2581-82 refer to academical degrees, earned not without 
potations. 

Page 194. 

2617. ttr$ angebuttben : lit. ‘ tied up short ’ : a proverbial figure 
for answering pettishly or pertly, derived from the fact that unruly 
animals, tied up short for safety’s sake, are apt to become all the 
more savage to persons approaching them. — Grimm (cited by 
Strelilke). 

2628. £>an$ Sieberlicb is a popular equivalent for Don Juan = 
‘ Jean-le-mauvais-sujet’. — Sabatier. See note to 1. 2190. 
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2633. Sobefan, for (obefcmt, ‘worthy’: an epithet which used to 
be applied to 2ftagifler, just as its equivalent is often applied to 
magistrates among ourselves, though the two titles denote of course 
very different things. 

2634. @r. See note to 1 . 548 . 

Page 196. 

2639. gepn unb flefcen mag: lit. ‘what can go and stand’. 
The combination of the verb of repose ( = ‘ stare ’ in Italian) with 
the verb of movement includes all possibilities, active and passive. — 
Sabatier. Selss remarks that the phrase primarily refers to infants 
learning to walk and stand. 

2650. 33 rtmborium, from the French ‘brimborion’= ‘bauble’ or 
‘ foolery ’. It is said by Littre to be derived from Breviarium ; a 
connexion of ideas which would doubtless commend the word to 
Mepliistoplieles. 

2654. ©cbtmpf, ‘offence’. — H. The word here means ‘plea- 
santry’, which is the primitive sense. — Diintzer. It retains this 
signification in some other phrases; e.g. in ©cfyuttpf unb ( 5 mfl: = 

‘ in joke and earnest ’. — Selss. 

2662. ‘ A garter of my love. ’ — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 198. 

2672. f)tn. ‘Now’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

Page 200. 

2697. SBaterttyron. * Patriarchal throne ’. — H. ‘Trone paterael’. 
— Sabatier. 

2703. 3 ufl’ * s translated by Hayward, ‘ abundance ’ ; and by 
Swanwick, ‘abounding grace’. Sabatier, whose own equivalent is 
‘ joio ’, remarks that the meaning is not clear ; that the word has 
been variously rendered ‘ peace ’, ‘ economy ’, content ’ ; and that 
some translators have simply passed it over, ‘ which ’, he adds, ‘ is 
perhaps the best plan ’. After this, any further suggestion seems 
rash. Still, may not the ‘ spirit of fulness ’ be that which seeks to 
fill up, or complete, what is defective? For if so, it might well, in 
combination with the ‘spirit of order’, inspire Gretchen to make 
the most of her meagre surroundings by the methods whicli 
gratified Faust. 

2706. flraufetn : lit. ‘curl’. Selss, as in text. 

2712. (Sfngebornen. Both Birds and Swanwick render the word 
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‘embryo’. Turner and Morshead give ‘incarnate’. The epithet 
in the text, which is used by Selss, implies simply that Gretchen’s 
angelic qualities were inborn ; a sense favoured by Buchheim’s 
‘ angel from birth ’. 

Page 202. 

2727. £)er fltofje £>atl0, more commonly ©ro(i!)ail3, means here an 
insolent braggart. — Dimtzer. ©rofie |!>anfe» is an obsolescent term 
for great personages, as distinguished from jUdn^CUlfen, ‘petites 
gens’. — Sabatier. See note to 1. 2190. 

2734. (Slid). Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

2 737. 3K>ar. ‘But’. — H. ‘True’. — Bayard Taylor. The word, 
says Sabatier, has not here the usual disjunctive sense, but the 
corroborative etymological sense, 4 it is true ’, ‘ en effet ’. 

2740. Suflern&eit. ‘Covetousness’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 206. 

2769. ©onnt. See note to line 2529. 

2779. ©turjcn. ‘Splash’.— H. ‘Plunging’. — Bayard Taylor. 

Srinfen: lit. ‘drink’. 

2781. Sfodteit, provincial for ttyaten. See note to 1. .385. Cf. 
11. 2809, 2870. 

Page 208. 

2806. £)afj icfy’S flfut^cn fonnte : lit. * that I might curse it ’. (5$, 
as Selss remarks, is a cognate accusative here. 

Page 210. 

2824. Scfdngt. ‘Ensnares’. — H. ‘ Trouble’.— Sabatier. = beun* 
rufyigt, fceMemmt.— strehlke. For the second of these senses, see 
1. 3818. 

2828. |)aft for icf; Onfte: a common interjection in South Ger- 
many. — Dimtzer. 

2835. Revelation xxi. 7. 

2844. : lit. ‘mushrooms’. Proverbial term for any- 
thing worthless. (S3 ifl fetnen roertf; ; ‘ it is not worth a 

rush ’. 

Page 212. 

2859. Loeper places a comma after and again after Steufet J 
but without apparent reason. SDSte 33rei : lit. ‘ like pap ’. 
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2862. UBerpufft. ‘Puffs away’. — H. The word denotes the use- 
less expenditure of ammunition. — Strelilke. 

2863. Gtud). Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

2869, 2870. £f;at. See note to 1. 2781. 

Page 216. 

2913. (5r. See note to 1. 548. 

Page 220. 

2970. (£ucfy. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

2982. Sftapel. Apud Italos ‘Mai de Naples’, vicissim ‘malo 
Francese et apud Germanos, ‘ Franzosen Krankheit ’ — aut 
brevius, ‘ die Franzosen ’ — appellatur. Itidem olim apud Anglos : 
v. Shakespeare (Ancient Pistol), Henry Fifth , v. 1. 

Page 222. 

2991. SSifirtC : lit. * should take aim 

Page 224. 

3028. 33et ^aepbard 2ftartpen = Pei 91arf;6ar SWartpcn’d £>aufe. 
It is a popular abbreviation for bet ber 91cirf)barin 5Watfpe. The 2nd 
to the 7th editions had 9?acpbflr’ ; the apostrophe standing instead 
of the feminine termination. 


Page 226. 

3032. ©tenfl: lit. ‘service’. 

3034. 2fu$gerecfte, for cutdgeflrccfte.— Strelilke. 

3037. ©atlitn tfl’d rnd;t gu tf;un : ail idiomatic phrase, with tlireo 
senses: — (1) ‘that’s not the point’; (2) ‘that’s not the object’; 
(3) * there ’s no need of that ’. 

3039. (£r. See note to 1. 548. 

3040. ©a Ibdr’t mm! ‘There you are’! — H. ‘La vrai, 
le seriez vous ! ’ — Sabatier. The meaning seems to be : £)ci, ‘ in that 
ease ’ — i.e. affected by that scruple — you would indeed be a saint ! 
Duntzer expands ba into SBcttn il;r tn (Srttfl barctuf beflcinbet. 

3047. ‘ Looking fairly at the real nature of things’. — H. ‘l)es- 
cendez dans votre conscience ’. — Sabatier. 

3051. Lit. ‘ Yes, if one did not know a little deeper’. 

Page 228. 

3074. ‘ Is condescending, to make me blush ’. — II. Bayard 

2 A 
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Taylor, as in text. Sabatier points out that ju is not equivalent 
here to inn 311, and therefore does not make befcfycimcn depend as an 
infinitive on fdjont or tyeraMcifit. Gretchen is not suggesting that 
Faust eon descends in order to confuse her ; for, like the Italian 
‘per’, 311 merely indicates that his condescendence is the cause of 
her confusion. Originally, in the Urfaufl, the phrase stood, — „ btd 
311m fcefctydmen." ©oet&e’tf gaufi in urfyrunglicfyer ©eflalt (Eric 
Schmidt), 1. 926. 

Page 230. 

3083. agrees with flUetf. Cf. 11. 3211, 3212. 

3092. ©cf;feifen. * Sneak ’. — H. Sanders interprets the word in 
connexion with this passage, — ‘ to drag oneself on, to move slowly 
and with effort ’. 

Page 232. 

3122. Stefce 91ot0. For another instance of this ironical use of 
fiche, see 1. 4090. 

3131. 2Burmd;en : lit. ‘little worm’. A common pet name for 
infants. 

Page 234. 

3143. ^cinjetnb. ‘Dandling’. — H. ‘ Et danser par la ehambre, 
en rond, pour l’apaiser’. — Sabatier. 

3145. £ert>: lit. ‘hearth’. 

Page 236. 

3176. 33cgonnte: provincial for Oegann. 

3179. (Sinmcrf. Cf. 1. 1221. 

Page 240. 

3211, 3212. . . . affetf. See note to 1. 3083. 

Page 242. 

3217-3250. Critics have remarked that if this grand invocation is 
addressed to the Earth Spirit, as the words ‘ turned to me thy face 
in fire ’ seem to imply, the phrase ‘ thou gav’st me all I asked ’ does 
not tally with our recollection that Faust has received nothing but 
a rebuff. Nor, on the same supposition, do the words ‘ thou gavest 
me the companion ’, etc. agree with the Prologue in Heaven, where 
Mcphistopholes is assigned to Faust, not by the Earth Spirit, but 
by ‘ the Lord ’. On the other hand, if the invocation must bo taken 
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as addressed to the Almighty, not only are the words ‘ turned to 
me thy face in fire ’ obscure, but the expression ‘ thou gavest me 
the companion,’ etc. conflicts with the tone of all the conversations 
between Faust and Mephistopheles. Nowhere is the tempter re- 
cognised by the tempted as sent by God ; nor indeed could the 
Being, or Entity, adumbrated in lines 3432-3453, be conceived as 
giving such a commission. The only light thrown on the difficulty 
is to be found in the chronology of the composition of the drama. 
Though no portion of the ‘ Forest and Cavern ’ scene was contained 
in the Urfaufl, which Goethe took with him to Weimar in 1775, the 
whole appeared in the ‘ Fragment ’ of 1790 ; when the Earth Spirit 
was to have taken a much more activo part in the uncompleted 
portion of the play than was ultimately assigned to him. Amongst 
other things, he was intended, says Dr. Selss, tu dissuade Faust 
from drinking the poison ‘ by promising to delegate to him a min- 
istering spirit, viz. Mephistopheles.’ When, however, seven years 
later, the Prologue in Heaven was added — entirely changing the 
plot — the part assigned to the Earth Spirit was reduced to its pre- 
sent dimensions ; but without any corresponding modifications 
either of the invocation, or of lines 20-25, 44-47 in the £ruDer Sag 
scene. Afterwards, the ‘ Forest and Cavern ’ scene was shifted 
from its original place, next after Gretchen’s dialogue with 
Lieschen, to where it now stands : a change which has been attri- 
buted to a desire on the part of the poet to represent Faust as 
making one last struggle before yielding to temptation. But if so, 
here again the requisite modifications were not made ; for lines 
3249, 3250, and the passage commencing with line 3345, irresistibly 
suggest that poor Gretchen had already fallen. Still, in spite of 
these dramatic incongruities, such is the intrinsic beauty of the 
‘Forest and Cavern’ scene, that there is probably no reader of 
‘ Faust ’ who would wish a single line of it away. 

Page 244. 

3254. 9leuen, for Sfteuem, to suit the rhyme. — Pradez. 

3265. (Sr. See note to 1. 548. 

3273. SSerjl^en is interpreted by Sanders in connexion with this 
passage, — ‘ to sit and squat continually, to one’s own detriment ’ — 
the doom of Theseus in a single word \ jEn. vi. 017, 018) ! 

Page 246. 

3297. (Sr . See note to line 548. 
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Page 248. 

3305. Lit. ‘ You come not at all out of her thought 

3310. ‘Dry’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

3313. Slffenjunge SBfut. The words 5Iffe and ©ratSaffe are often 
used by Goethe as bantering names for girls. With regard to the 
epithet grab, the train of ideas, according to Sanders, is ‘ grass ’, 
‘green’, ‘unripe’, ‘young’. Cf. 1. 3521. 

3325. ©eft! bnfl iff) bid) fange! ‘Now I have trapped you ! ' — 
H. ©eft, present subjunctive of gclteil, ‘ to be equivalent ’. 
gilt bte 2Bette?=Wlmt will you bet? ©eft! has now come to 
mean, ‘ am I not right ? ’ — to convey, in short, a strong assertion 
that the speaker is right. 

Page 250. 

3334. ©cfjoil. ‘ Already ’.— H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

3337- Song of Solomon iv. 5. 

3341. ‘ ©elb(l is best understood hero as an adverbial amplifica- 
tion of muf;.’— Selss. 

3352. Stnbfid; : used adverbially. Sumpfetl : lit. ‘ dull ’. 

Page 252. 

3364, 3365. The alternative of marrying Gretchen, says Pradez, 
was not open to Faust, since, according to the legend, it was ex- 
cluded by the fifth and last clause of his compact witli Mephis- 
tophelcs. 

3369. Lit. ‘It imagines at once the end’. 

3376. ©if, agreeing with Slllpf, and not witli SfVJ, escapes the 
formal ambiguity of ‘ it ’ iu the translation. 

3385. SDiir. Ethical dative. Seo note to 1. 122. 

Page 256. 

3414. 3o&an!l was the traditional name of Faust. 

3419. Sieben is here the plural of licb used as a substantive. 

Page 260. 

3467. ©dlief: lit. ‘oblique’. 

3483. Sduje : lit. ‘screech-owls’. 

3491. 3n beinem Slrm. ‘In thy arms’.— H. Bayard Taylor, as 
iu text. 
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3492. $tngegef>en warm : lit. * yieldingly warm ’. 

3494. 2(£nung3&ofler. See note to 1. 621. 

Page 262. 

3511. ©rei £rOpfen nur. There is no need to suppose that, had 
the portion been thus limited, it would have been more baneful than 
a common sleeping draught. But we are left to imagine that poor 
Gretchen failed to gather from Faust’s words that more than ‘ three 
drops ’ would be dangerous ; and that hence, either from careless- 
ness, unskilfulness, or a desire to ensure a soporific effect, she 
ignorantly administered a larger, and deadly dose.— Pradez. 

3521. ©radaff*. See note to 1. 3313. 

Page 264. 

3523. Sffiurben. Titles are often used with the plural verb in 
German. 

3527. cr : lit. ‘lie will follow us’ ; not in the sense of 

pursuing, but of being led. 

3536. ©pottfjeblirt. Duntzer, on the strength of other compounds 
beginning with ©pott, interprets this word of Goethe’s own coining 
as an ‘ offspring which mocks ’. Strehlke, on the strength of other 
compounds ending with ©eburt, interprets it as an ‘offspring 
exciting mockery ’ = ©pOtt emgenbe ©eburt. There can be no 
doubt that the latter sense, as the more scornful of the two, is 
dramatically the most effective. 

3546. ©ettnfj, ©tbptte fagt. ‘Certainly, Sibylla told’.— H. 
Swanwick, as in text. 

Page 266. 

3547. |>at ftcf) betbort=f;at jtd) bet&oreu laffen : lit. ‘1ms let 
herself be fooled ’. 

3551. Lit. ‘So has it rightly happened to her at last’. 

3560. ©efdjtetf = forttt)(ibtenbetf ©cplecfen, Sanders, citing the 
line. 

3572. Lit. ‘ Has air enough still elsewhere ’. 

Page 268. 

3575 , 3576. Formerly, in Germany, when a girl married whose 
virtue was strongly suspected, the young people of the place tore 
off her nuptial wreath, and replaced it with a garland of straw. 
On the eve of the marriage, chopped straw was strewed beforo 
her door. — Sabatier. 

3578. See note to 1. 2781. 
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3ttnnger : the space between the town wall and the first parallel 
row of gardens, courts, and houses. — Duntzer. 

Page 270. 

3597» 359 8 - SBilJUt . . . nttr trn ©ehetu : lit. ‘rages in my 
bones ’. 

3607. : li fc * ‘ breaks to pieces ’. 

Page 272. 

3630. nad) feiner Strtl lit. ‘Everything in its way ! ’ 

3633. Lit. ‘ Reaches, or offers, water to my sister ’. 

3638, 3639. A proverbial expression applied to desperate persons 
who can find no exit to escape by. — Sabatier. 

3648. Lit. ‘ If it is he, I ’ll seize him by the skin at once ’. 

Page 274. 

3659. 31 ammefei=t)te 53 runflrammelnber 2 :^tere.— Sanders, citing 
this line. 

3660. ©puff : lit. ‘ haunts ’. 

3664. It was a popular belief that buried treasures rose gradually 
of their own accord, and at the end of seven, or, as some said, of a 
hundred years, reached the surface. If not then recovered, they 
sank again into the earth. Their presence was indicated by a 
hovering flame, and they resembled glowing coals, or red gold in a 
brewer’s kettle. — Diintzer. Cf. 11 . 4359 , 4360 . 

3669. Cbiuentpater. ‘ Lion-dollars are of Dutch coinage, and so 
called both from the city of Louvain (in German, Soihen, lion), in 
Brabant, where they were first struck, and from the figure of a lion 
on the obverse . . . their value is about eighty-five cents’. — Bayard 
Taylor. 

Page 276. 

3682. 5 D?ir. Ethical dative. See note to 1 . 122 . The first verse 
was avowedly imitated from Ophelia’s song in Hamlet , iv. 5 . 

3698. 33 eim (Sfement! lit. ‘by the element!’ i.e. by the con- 
secrated element in the Eucharist. — Sanders. It is, however, a 
common oath which has lost its special significance. 

3699. Dlattenfdnger, taken in connexion with loeffi, seems to refer 
to the legend immortalised by Browning in the Pi])ev of Ilamelin. 
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Page 278. 

3706. gleberfttfd) : from fleberu, ‘to dust’, and ‘ a whisk’ ; 

= a duster of goose-wing, or other feathers, for cleaning furniture, 
and is a cant name for ‘ sword ’. 

3737- ©ran fommen : lit. ‘ will come to it ’. 

Page 280. 

3765. Saflrung. ‘Slander’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 282. 

3767. ©cf;dnbltd) is here used adverbially. 

3769. 9leid)e for in retd;ent SflaBe. 

3775* 33ra& > used as predicate to ©olbat. 

Page 284. 

Stage-direction. In the Urfaujt, after ‘!£)0in’, come the words 
‘©requien her Gutter ©rctgend’. 

3779. 33crgriffnen : lit. ‘ held the wrong way ’. 

3788. $etn. ‘Pain’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. This is 
the first intimation that the sleeping draught which Gretchen con- 
sented to give her mother had proved fatal. 

379°. 3791 - Unter betnent £erjen regt fteb’d niebt. ‘ It is common 
in Germany to say, „ ©te treiflt bad $fanb ber Siebe unter tbrern 
|)crjen : "= ‘ She bears the pledge of love under her heart ’. Thus 
Schiller, in Die Kindesmtirderin : „ 9ticf;t bad tfnciblein unter metnent 
f)crjen ? "—Hayward. 

3793. SlbnungdooUcr. See note to 1. 621. 

3798. ‘Dies iraa’. This chant, from the Roman Masses for the 
Dead, is ascribed to Thomas de Celano, who died 1226. Scott 
quotes it in the Lay of the Last Minstrel , c. vi. st. 30. 

3800. ©rinttn. ‘Horror’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

Page 286. 

3806. 2lufgefcf;affen means here, says Strehlke, ‘restored to life’ ; 
the verb is used in the same sense by Klopstock. 

3818. 33efangen. For a cognate use of the word, see 1. 2824, and 
note. 

Page 288. 

3834. * The original word g(dfcf)tben means simply a phial ; but it 
is evidently the neighbour’s pocket-flagon of smelling salts for which 
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Margaret asks . . . Mr. Taylor of Norwich, in his Historic Survey 
of German Poetry (London 1830), says “Your dram-bottle !” * 
— Bayard Taylor. 

Here the first Fragment of Faust , published in 1790, ended. 

2Bafyltrgtd*lUUf;t. ‘ The title and character ’, says Bayard 
Taylor, * of the Witches’ Sabbath on the summit of Brocken, on the 
night between April 30 and May 1 , spring equally from the old and 
the new religion. Walpurgis (or Walpurga, which is the most usual 
form of the name) was the sister of Saints Willibald and Wunni- 
bald, and emigrated with them from England to Germany, as 
followers of St. Boniface, in the eighth century. She died as 
abbess of a convent at Heidenheim, in Franconia, and, after the ex- 
tirpation of the old Teutonic faith, became one of the most popular 
saints, not only in Germany, but also in Holland and England. 
The first of May, which was given to her in the calendar, was the 
ancient festival-day of the Druids, when they made sacrifices upon 
their sacred mountains, and kindled their May-fires. Inasmuch as 
their gods became dovils to their Christian descendants, the super- 
stition of a conclave of wizards, witches, and fiends on the Brocken 
— or Blocksberg — naturally arose, and the name of the pious 
Walpurgis thus became irrevocably attached to the diabolical anni- 
versary 

Page 290. 

3863. (Sr. See note to 1. 548. 

3871-3911. The critics have con jecturally assigned the first and 
fourth of these strophes to Mephistopheles, the third and fifth to 
Faust, and the second to the Will o’ the Wisp. 

3876. ©ej\ ‘See’. — H. ©e£’=t(f) fe&e. — Diintzer. The im- 
perative would, of course, be jtety, or fetyt. 

Page 292. 

3888. £>atfet roieber : lit. ‘re-echoes’. 

3903. gitnfenh>urmer here=3o(>anmdnnirmer.— Strehlke. As is 
well-known, it is only the male of the glow-worm ( Lampria Nocti- 
lucd) which is winged, and, though not so phosphorescent as the 
female, it may occasionally be called, by poetic licence, a fire-fly. 

‘ It has often been said that the female alone is luminous. This, 
however, is an error, as I have caught numbers of these beetles of 
both sexes, and always found that the males were gifted with the 
power of producing the peculiar phosphorescent light, though in 
much smaller degree than their mates, the light looking like two 
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small pins’ heads of phosphorus upon the end of the tail’. — Wood’s 
Nat. History , iii. p. 472. 

3905. 3unt Dctivtrrcnbcn ©eteitc : lit. ‘ so as to form a bewilder- 
ing escort ’. 

Page 294. 

3919. SBittert. See note to 1. 8. 

3921. gtor: lit. ‘gauze’. 

3927. SSereinjeft. ‘Scatters’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 296. 

3950. ‘ Cliffs ’. — H. Birds, as in text. 

3931 Siifte: lit. ‘airs’. 

3959* Urtan is a general name for anyone whom one cannot, 
or will not, mention. I11 the form of „2??ctfler Urtan", it is a 
euphemism for the devil. — Diintzer. 

3961. ‘ In Aristophanic language, the witch TrepSirai, the lie-goat 
Kiuappa ’. — Hayward. 

3962. 33auf)0 1 the nurse who, by her indecent pranks, amused 
Demeter when in search of Persephone. 

3965. 5tn{jeful)rt. Past participle for emphatic imperative. See 
1. 4333. 

Page 298. 

3977. Pradez sees hero ‘le funeste rdsultat d’efforts outr<$s’ on 
the part of a witch ‘ en dtat de grossesse avanc^e ’. 

3987-3989. ‘ A reference to those Aesthetic critics who can produce 
nothing, but are yet always ready to point out the faults of others ’. 
— Turner and Morshead. 

3996-3999. ‘ This can only mean Science (more than three hundred 
years had elapsed since the so-called revival of the Sciences), which 
cannot make satisfactory progress, because it is hampered by 
pedantry and the narrowness (3n)anfi) of the schools ’. — Diintzer. 

Page 300. 

4004-4007. ‘Mediocrities which have enough ambition to make 
them dissatisfied with their natural sphere, but not enough talent 
to enable them to compete successfully with more gifted minds ’. 
— Turner and Morshead. 

4008. ©atOe. After smearing herself with witch-salve, the witch 
was supposed to travel to the Blocksberg in a kneading trough. 
— Diintzer. 



401 6. 9 tufcf)t for rufd)elt.— Strehlke. 

4023. Sofanb, more anciently, „33olant". The word means 
‘seducer’, or the Evil One. — Duntzer. 


Page 306. 

4090. Stehe. Cf. 1. 3122. 

4095. Sabatier here detects a pun; -ifteige meaning ‘decline’ or 
‘ wane ’, as well as ‘ lees ’ or ‘ dregs ’. 

4110, 4115. 3J?ir. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

4112. SSerteg* : third person singular, present subjunctive, for 
imperative. 


Page 308. 

4119. Cifitt). According to the legend, Adam and his first wife 
were literally one flesh, being both * joined together by the back ’. 
The tie proved too close for conjugal peace, and was eventually 
severed. But, even with a separate body, Lilith went wrong, 
practised witchcraft, and kept company with devils ; so that Adam 
had to be otherwise mated. She seems to have consoled herself by 
killing infants— over whom, when males, she had power for eight 
days after birth ; when females, for twenty — and by seducing young 
men, who always died in consequence, with a single hair from her 
lovely locks twisted round their heart. The prophet Isaiah men- 
tions the name (xxxiv. 14), which is rendered in A. V. ‘ screech-owl ’, 
and in R. V. ‘ night-monster ’. For fuller information, see Bayard 
Taylor’s interesting note, p. 33G. Dr. Selss points out that the 
legend arose from the apparently discrepant accounts of Eve’s 
creation given in Gen. i. 27 and in Gen. ii. 20-22. The first was 
supposed by the Jewish commentators to relate to Lilith, and the 
second to our first mother ; and so both were harmonised. 

4126. £)ad is used contemptuously. 

4130. Cf. Goethe’s ballad Der MiiUerin Verrath , St. 3, 1. 2. 

4136-43. ‘ The manuscript in the Royal Library at Berlin contains 
the completed lines as written by Goethe. They are neither better 
nor worse than many passages in Shakespeare, having the coarseness, 
without the wit, of Rabelais ; hence the reader gains rather than 
loses by the omission ’. — Bayard Taylor. They are given by Pradez. 

4144. *ProftOpl)antafmi|l. From irpioKTds, anus, and (pavraap a, 
spectrum. Meant for Nicolai, the Berlin publisher, an assailant of 
the Romantic school. Attacked by a malady in which he was 
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visited by apparitions, he was cured by applying leeches to the end 
of his spine. — Bayard Taylor. See 11. 4267, 4319. 

Page 310. 

4157. S3C(JtU§Cn. Here used in its second sense of asking per- 
mission. Grimm’s Worterbuch. 

4161. $egcl : a small village near Berlin, said to have been 
haunted in 1797. 

4167. (Srerciren. May not the word in the first draft have pos- 
sibly been written exorciren? It would suit the context perfectly. 

4169. The allusion is to Nicolai’s account of his journey through 
Germany and Switzerland, in twelve volumes. 

Page 312. 

4190. 3b0f. ‘Idol’. — H. The word here means ‘phantom’ — 
etduiXov. — Diintzer. 

4192. ©tarren. ‘Chill’. — H. Birds, as in text. The verbal cor- 
respondence between this epithet and crflarrt — ‘grows stiff’ — has 
been emulated by Sabatier in the paraphrase, — 

‘Ces yeux glaces vous glacent votre sang.’ 

Page 314. 

4211. prater: the public park of Vienna. 

4214. ©erbibtltd: ‘supernumerary’. 

4221. To wish a man at the Blocksberg was to wish him very far 
off. — Diintzer. 

Page 316. 

3ntcrmejJ0. ‘ Oberon and Titania’s Golden Wedding ’ was sent 
by Goethe to Schiller for insertion in the Mumialmanacli of 1798, 
by way of continuing the attacks on their literary antagonists that 
had appeared from both their pens under the name of ‘ Xknien ’. 
For reasons approved by Goethe, Schiller declined the contribution, 
which was ultimately inserted — though doubtless with some modi- 
fications — as an Intermezzo in the edition of Faud published in 
1808. Most modern critics have condemned it as, to say the least, 
unsuited to its place in the drama. 

4224. Mieding was the stage-decorator of the Court theatre at 
Weimar, and a great favourite of Goethe, who wrote a poem on his 
death. 
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4229. 2)er ©treit. The allusion is to the quarrel between Oberon 
and Titania in Shakespeare’s Midsummer Night's Dream ; whence 
also the characters — or rather, the names — of Puck and Ariel are 
borrowed. 

Page 318. 

4249. 2fttr. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

4251. The Orchestra must either be the crowd of literary aspirants, 
who, like insects, keep up a perpetual piping and humming, or the 
chorus of followers surrounding the literary celebrities of the time, 
and repeating their several views with a shrill, persistent iteration. 
— Bayard Taylor. 

4259. Goethe here ridicules those botching poetasters who, with- 
out an idea that every living poem must flow spontaneously from 
within as an organic whole, tack and stitch rhymes together, and 
thus produce malformations which they attempt to pass off as 
creations of beauty. — Diintzer. 

4263. The union of bad music and commonplace poetry. — Diintzer. 

4267. Nicolai. See note to 1. 4144. 

4271. Count F. Stolberg; who had attacked Schiller’s poem, The 
Gods of Greece , as atheistical. 

4275. Not clearly identified. (Srflteifc. ‘Catch’. — H. Turner 
and Morsliead, as in text. 


Page 320. 

4279. Said to be meant for Joachim Campe. 

4292. -iDf it. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

4295, 4299. The ‘Weathercocks’ are supposed to be the Counts 
Stolberg, who, from being disciples of the ©turnt unb Dranfl school, 
veered round to the opposite extreme of prudery. 

4296. 33rcillte. ‘Brides’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

4303 . Tenieil : the name (borrowed from Martial’s Xenia) given 
to a collection of epigrams aimed by Goethe and Schiller at their 
literary antagonists. 


Page 322. 

4307. £>enntnfl$ : the Danish Chancellor, who had assailed Goethe 
and Schiller in his journal, Der Genius der Zeit. Another of his 
journals, Musaget, was intended to rival the Musenalmanach. 

4315. Again Hennings. Ho claimed in his journal to assign to 
every poet his due place on Parnassus. He is called a ‘ci-devant 
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genius ’ because his paper was already extinct ; not having survived 
its sixth number. 

4319. ‘The “Inquisitive Traveller” is again intended for Nicolai 
under his other character of a Jesuit-liunter.’ — Turner and Mors- 
head. See note to 1. 4144. 

4323. Lavater, whose gait was compared by Goethe, in writing to 
Eckermann, to that of a crane. — Bayard Taylor. 

4327. Supposed to bo meant by Goethe for himself. 

4331. ‘The neucS (S&Ot is that of the philosophers, whose various 
notes turn out, on nearer acquaintance, to be as monotonous as the 
booming of bitterns. ’ — Turner and Morshead. 

4333- Ungcflort: past participle, for emphatic imperative. See 
1. 3965. 


Page 324. 

4335, 4337. Sltpft and tyupft; old forms of liipft and tyiipft. 

4339. Loeper rejects the view adopted by Bayard Taylor that 
gibelcr is merely a student’s term for a ‘good fellow’, and connects 
it with the verb ftebeln, ‘to fiddle ’. 

4343. Sabatier observes that, before Kant, the recognised philo- 
sophy was that of Wolf ; and that either one of his disciples or 
himself is personified by „©OfiUtattfer who proves the existence 
of the devil by the ontological argument used by the Cartesians to 
prove the existence of God. 

4347. Fichte, in his first period, held that all the reality of the 
‘ non-ego ’ is derived from tho ‘ ego ’. Duntzer tells how Goethe 
remarked, on hearing that the philosopher’s windows had been 
broken by some students, that this must be a most unpleasant way 
of becoming convinced of the existence of a ‘ Not-me ’ external to 
the ‘ Me ’. — Turner and Morshead. 

4351. The empirical school was a ramification from that of Wolf. 
Loeper gives the little-known name of Garvo as its representative. 
— Sabatier. ‘The “Realist”, who was bound to accept all pheno- 
mena as real, is staggered by what he sees, and begins to doubt tho 
truth of his philosophy if it depends upon accepting all around him 
as actually existent’. — Turner and Morshead. 

4355* Jacobi. 

4359* See note to 1. 3664. The school of Hume was represented 
in Gormany by tho Jew Maimon and by Schulze. — Sabatier. 

4361. That is: 3wetfel alone rhymes to £eufel; therefore my 
logical position is sound in doubting both bad and good spirits. 



Page 326. 

4367, 4371. Turning from philosophy to politics, ‘ the Adroit’ are 
those who, like the Vicar of Bray, know how to take care of them- 
selves, however circumstances may alter ; while ‘ the Awkward ’, 
who were able to live the life of parasites under the old system, are 
quite incapable of falling in with the new. — Turner and Morshead. 

4375. Political parvenus thrown to the surface by the French 
Revolution. 

4376. ‘From which we are just sprung’. — H. ‘Where we 
originated’. — Bayard Taylor. ‘ D’oii tous nous primes l’etrc — 
Sabatier. 

4379. Supposed to represent the French emigres, many of whom 
Goethe had met, and held in scant esteem. — Sabatier. 

4383. Bayard Taylor suggests that ‘ the Massive Ones ’ are pro- 
bably meant for the writers of the Romantic school, with their ex- 
aggerated manner. ‘InGoethe’s dithyrambic “German Parnassus”, 
he thus describes the crush and onset of the masses of rude literary 
aspirants : — 

“Ah, the bushes down are trodden ! 

Ah, the blossoms crushed and sodden 
’Neath the footsteps of the brood : 

Who shall brave their angry mood ? ” ’ 

On the other hand, Diintzer holds that the allusion is to the 
turbulent masses of the French Revolution ; but, as Sabatier re- 
marks, — ‘ le quatrain de Goethe serait en ce cas bien anodin et peu 
characteristiquo ’. 

4390. £)er £)er&e. The epithet was perhaps suggested by the 
words of the fairy in Midsummer Niyht > a Dream , when taking leave 
of Puck : — ‘ Farewell, thou lob of spirits !’ — Bayard Taylor. 

Page 328. 

Gloomy Day. A Plain. A considerable time must be supposed 
to have elapsed between this and the Brocken scene. During 
the interval, Margaret has given birth to a ohild, which she has 
drowned; and she is now under sentence of death for infanticide. 

20, 21. UnenMtffyer ©eifh See note to 11. 3217-3250. 

37. UOerfdjnappt. The phrase is applied to a bolt, or other 
object, which, on the breaking of the spring that propels it, is 
driven beyond its proper limit. — Sabatier. 
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Page 330. 

43* gletfcje. ‘Gnash’. — H. Anster, as in text. Mephistoplieles 
is grinning with scorn, not gnashing (fnirftyenb) his teeth in fury. 
Originally the verb used was fddcfe (Mecfe), which means the same 
as flctfcpe. See ©oet&e’tf gaujl in urfpriingttcper ©eflaft, line 35. 

44. ©roper, Derrltcfyer ©etfl. See note to lines 3217-3250. 

47. ©iefy tc{$t. ‘Battens’. — H. Swan wick, as in text. 


Page 334. 

4399. SEBeheit. ‘Weaving’. — H. Sanders, citing this line, inter- 
prets the verb (Stiver wirfenb fefyaffen, fyemrfcringen. Sabatier 
translates it * Quo font-ils ? ’ and remarks that the English ‘ weave ’ 
gives only one of the two senses attached to the term, dropping 
that which is the most natural here ; viz., the idea of undetermined 
action. Cf. 11. 1111), 2715, 3441). 

SkOenjlein was the old German word for a height, enclosed with 
circular walls, where executions took place. — Dllntzor. 

4402. £>eyenjunft. ‘ A witches’ company’. — H. Bayard Taylor, 
as in text. 

4411. ben 2i0t> Oeran : lit. ‘ lingers death hither ’. 

4412-4420. ‘The song’, says Hayward, ‘is founded on a popular 
German story, to be found in the Kinder - und Haus-Milrchen of 
the distinguished brothers Grimm, under the title of ‘ Von deni 
Machandelboom [Baum] ’, and in the English selection from that 
work entitled German Popular Stories, under the title of The 
Juniper Tree. The wife of a rich man, whilst standing under a 
juniper tree, wishes for a little child as white as snow and as red 
as blood ; and on another occasion expresses a wish to be buried 
under the juniper when dead. Soon after, a little boy as white as 
snow and as red as blood is born ; the mother dies of joy at 
beholding it, and is buried according to her wish. The husband 
marries again, and has a daughter. The second wife, becoming 
jealous of the boy, murders him and serves him up at table for the 
unconscious father to eat. The father finishes the whole dish, and 
throws the bones under the table. The little girl, who is made 
the innocent assistant in her mother’s villainy, picks them up, ties 
them in a silk handkerchief, and buries them under the juniper 
tree. The tree begins to move its branches mysteriously, and then 
a kind of cloud rises from it, a fire appears in the cloud, and out 
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of the fire comes a beautiful bird, which flies about singing the 
following song : — 

SOTin SDlober be mi f!acf;t’t, 

OTn Saber be ttti alt, 

5D?in ©mcflcr be SKartecnfen 
©i)d)t alle meine Seenifen, 

Itnb binbt fie in een fs?ben SDoof, 

Sagtd unner ben 2fta4mitbet(>ooni ; 

. Sjnniii! Sj)mitt! adf matt en fd;on Sogel bin id ) ! ’ 

It is, however, a common European fairy tale. The English form 
may ho found in Mr. Jacobs’ English Fairy Tales, entitled ‘ The 
Hose Tree ’. 


Page 336. 

Stage Direction. §iuma[jenb. ‘Throwing’. — H. Anster, as in 
text. 

Page 338. 

4449. (Sin alteb fKcirdfen : the ‘old tale’ here is that referred to 
in Gretchen’s song. See note to 11. 4412-4420. 

4467. Slappen : high German for lUappcru, ‘ to gnash with the 
teeth ’, and is so used by Luther in translating Matt. viii. 12. 

Page 348. 

4590. Sad ©tabrfjcn bt'icfjt. According to an old German custom, 
when sentence of death was pronounced by the judge (according to 
some), or when (according to others) he read it to the accused 
before delivering him to the executioner, by an expressive symbol, 
signifying that there was no appeal from the sentence, he broke a 

white staff, and threw the pieces at the culprit’s feet Sabatier. 

This account of the ceremony is slightly varied by Ur. Uuchheim, 
who says that the pieces were thrown at the feet of the executioner. 

4594- 3Mt/ for JUCft, to rhyme with entciicf t. 
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